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RANA PRATAP 


Г With the accession of RANA PRATAP Sinai it seemed 
as if Mewar had entered upon happier days. The new 
ruler possessed all the heroic qualities that had distin- 
guished his grandfather Rana Sangram Singh (Sanga). 

Unfortunately he had no less a foe to deal with than 
the Emperor Akbar who, realizing the strength of Pratap's 
resistance, sent out his most powerful forces to reduce the 
little kingdom and force its brave defender to pay homage 
to Delhi. : 

At the battle of Haldighat in 1576, Pratap Singh was 
completely defeated, his army routed, and he himself. 
forced to fice unattended to the mountains. From this 
time he and his family and the remnants of his brave 
army became homeless wanderers, as fortress after fortress 
fell beforc the concentrated attack of the Mogul generals. 
Atlast, sadly wasted, the Rana's party were forced to 
take refuge in a wild tract of the Aravalli hills, where 
they were treated with faithful kindness by the Bhils, a 
forest tribe. Here the royal children slept in baskets 
hung upon the branches of trees, so that they might be 
safe from wild beasts. The Rani and the. young wife of 
Pratap Singh’s eldest son PRINCE AMRA themselves cooked 
the frugal meals. Their privations became so acute: 
however, that Pratap Singh decided to leave Mewar and 
to found a fresh kingdom beyond the desert, on the banks 
of the Indus. He was saved from exile by the generous 
fidelity of his Chief Minister, the story of which makes one 
of the proudest pages in the history of Rajasthan. ] 
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SCENE I 
THE FUGITIVES 

[ A mountain plateau in the Aravalli, near 
Chaond. Неге RANA Pratap SINGH, with his 
family and a few faithful followers, had found a 
temporary refuge. . The plateau is surrounded by 
dense jungle and is far from all human haunts, 
except for a few huts occupied by hill-folk. Seated 
under a tree TARA and Tjst, the children of the 
Rana, are talking together. The girl is about eight, 
years old, and the boy two or three years younger. ` 
From where they are they can see а long distance 
acrossthe plains, and the Mogul encampment at 
the foot of the mountains. ] 


Tejsiy(wistfully). Would it be so wrong to 
want to live in Delhi? The children there eat 
honey-cakes the whole day long. 

Тага (indignanily). Would it be wrong? 
And you a Rana’s son! Look out across the 
plains. As far: as you can see and miles 
beyond stretches out Mewar, which all belong- 
ed to us until the Moguls came and with great 
guns blew our forts to pieces. And yet you 

talk of Delhi, you greedy little boy ! 
; Tejsi. You want to make me cry. But 
see, you cannot. І ата Rana's son. I only 
meant if he was King of Delhi, I'd like a 
honey-cake—just one, (weeps suddenly) I am so - 
hungry.) 
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Tara. Don'tcry. See, heres a cake. А 
- child ran out when I was passing by a little 
hut all made of mud and grass, but very pretty. 
She watched me through the tangle of her hair, 
and when I smiled, fell down before me on her 
knees and cried ‘Princess ! giving me this 
Tejsi. .I don't know how she knew you 
were а Princess with not an anklet or a brace- 
let on you, and your faded cotton sar: 
Tara. Perhaps it is not clothes or jewels 
` which show royal birth. But take your cake. 
Tejsi. How good of you not to eat it! 
Tara (ruefully). I wanted to, oh how I wanted 
to ! but thought of you, a little boy so hungry. 
Tejsi. It looks like honey-cake : 
Tara. It is, and no nasty Delhi with it either 
Come, eat it up and then we'll play a game rame. ^ 
Tejsi. What shall we play 
Tara. Oh, ГЇ] be Sita, and you. can be 
Rama —that is if you speak no more of Delhi, 
I£ you do, then you must be Ravana. 
Tejsi. І won't!I'won'tbe Ravana Why, . 
he was wicked, Tara ! 
"Tara. There, I only said it to tease you. 
Isthe cake good ? 
Tejsi. So good that I’m eating it crumb by 
crumb to make it last the longer. — 
4) 
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Tara. I heard our mother say today that 
she hadsno more flour, Nothing at all from 
which to makene dinher. . . ^ 

Tejsi. What Shall we do? , 

Tara. Well, listen: When mother said that, 
the Rana wss lying stretched out upon the 
grass quiet, quite tired out. We thought he 
was asleep but he sprang up, and oh ! his face 
was terrible. I wanted to run away, but was 
afraid to move. i 

Tejsi. What happened then ? 

Tara. He strode across the grass until he 
came to the cdge of the ravine—you know, the 
place from which you see the Mogul camp quite 
plainly—and then he raised his hand—I think 
perhaps, I should not tell you— a^ 

Tejsi. -Oh do. TIl be a man quite soon. 

` Tara. Well, then he called upon the gods 
to punish Akbar, to send to him all manner of 
evil things, famine and sickness and—bad sons. 
You know how loud the thunder crashed last 
night, roll after roll, and not a drop of rain, 
the lightning looking amongst the rocks like 
ficry snakes— 

Tejsi ( fearfully ). АП that great noise! 
Do you think it was the gods getting ready ? 

' Tara. Who knows ? Nurse said so, but 
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Mother told her to be silent, knowing that I | 


was listening 
. Tejsi. Then there will’ be no food today, 
not even for the Rana ?- (Hides the last morsel 
of his cake in the bosom of his tunic.) 
Tara. Oh yes, there will be some food, for 
суеп as Mother said there was no flour, Amra’s 
wife ran up and whispered that she knew a way 
of grinding the grass that grows about here and 
making it when ground into bread. She isso 


clever ; although born a Princess, she cooks and - 


sews and knows hundreds of stories. 
Tejsi. She's just like Sita, grand and gentle 


' too. 


Тага. І hope that Атга will not make her 
cry or send her off to some far jungle. 

Tejsi. Here she comes ! 

Тага. ` Mira darling, we were just saying 
how like Sita you are. 

[ MIRA, the girl-wife of Prince AMRA, joins the 
children and sits down beside them.: Then with a 
teasing smile she draws out from the folds of her 
sari a little book, and pretends to i ] 

Tara. Now, Mira, that's too bad. Aren't 
you going totellusa story? You know that 
ше can't read yet. ; 

Mira (smiling again) That is because you 
are lazy little things.. 
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- TTejei. Itis not, itis not really. There has 
been no time for anyone to teach us. You see 
we до not stay very long anywhere, in case 

‚ Akbar catches us and takes us off to Delhi. 

Tara (ina sing-song voice). Then you'd have 
plenty of honey-cakes, honey-cakes, honey- 
cakes— os 

| Mira. Don't tease him; Tara. Akbar will 
- never catch you, don't you fear. Prince Amra - 
" has a: great sword, silver and gold. Rawat 
Krishna gave it to him. It once belonged to 
Rana Sanga, so you see we are all quite safe. 
Р] tell you a secret. The Emperor Akbar 
himself can’t read ! 

Tejsi. ГП learn before he can. 

Mira. I’m sure you will. Shall І tell you 
a story ? noa 

Both Children. Yes! please do. 

Mira ( putting an arm round each child). Now 
` what shall the story be ? l 
Tejsi (quickly) Something about great battles. 
Mira (sadly). Ah no! We hear enough 
"about battles every day, those past and others . 
` to come— - i | 

Tara. Tell us the story of the little hare. 
whose shadow falls on the moon when it is at 
the full. 
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Mira. Once, long ago....( Mira tells the story.) 
Tara. And that is why we see the outline 


"of a hare upon the moon ? 


Mira. The story tells us so. But see, child- 
ren, the sun is setting. The Rana has ordered 


all to be within call before daylight dies. 


[ She gives a hand to each child, and together 
the little group move towards the camp, all that is 
left now to RANA PRATAP SINGH. ] 


SCENE II 
THE TURN OF THF TIDE 


[ РААТАР SincH with the remnants of his 
followers, his family and their attendants, is 
encamped at the foot of the Aravalli. Jt is dusk, 
and the chain of mountain fortresses looms like an 
impregnable black wall above them. The RoyAL 
Lapis are resting after the fatigues of the march, 
and the Rana with his son PRINCE AMRA stand 
together, withdrawn a little from the rest of the 


warriors. ] 


Pratap Singh (speaking with calm bitterness). 
Come, Amra, look your last upon the land 
where you were born; “twas meant for your 
inheritance, long have I striven for it and you. 
Look once again, then turn your eyes towards 
exile. Thisis thelast phase of Pratap Singh 


of Mewar. 
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Prince Amra (vehemently). Father, I would 

have fought until my sword was broken at the 
hilt, or I had fallen dead, rather than leave our 
country. 
_ Pratap Singh. And so would I, my son, for 
what is life when cxiled, and stripped of all 
which made cach day a fresh and fine adven- 
ture ? (Waves a hand towards where the ladies are 
placed.) But what of those poor women, the 
queen, and your new-wed wife, a gallant child 
but tender ? - ; 

Pringe Amra. Mira! if I had died for 
Mewar, we had long decided that this good 
swórd d£ mine should have set her free. 

Pratap Singh (shocked). That lovely maiden 
—you would have killed her, Amra ? 

Prince Amra (proudly). Yes, killed her so 
that no rough hand should touch her robe, 
She wished it, being a Rajput woman, and 
begged me with many tears never to leave her. 

Pratap Singh (with a sigh almost of relief). 
Well, she at least is safe, and my dear queen, 
the noblest woman ever given to man. Come, 
look your last, dear Prince, the light is failing : 
then break your sword, and lay it shattered asa 
last offering upon the tomb of your lost Mewar. 

Prince Amra (in great distress). What ! 
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break my sword, Maharanaji! Do not ask me. 
It is the very one that Rawat Krishna gave me, 
bidding me be the first knight of the great Rana, 
Pratap Singh. 

Pratap Singh (brokenly).. Good, noble, 
brave Salumbar! If he spoke so, then Amra, 
keep your sword, and ГІ keep mine, I had 
intended to live the life of any private man, 
even turn shepherd and watch goats like the 
great Sanga did— 

Prince Amra (cheerfully). And very badly, 
getting a cuff from his rough master. > 

Pratap Singh. Kings are net suited to ai 
shepherd's staff, though even they may learn. 
Well, Amra, your. high spirit has helped my 
own, fallen so low that the vast desert stretching 
out before us might well have been my bier. 

Prince Amra (shyly). . Pm glad you're com- 
forted. But who is this approaching ? An old, 
old man; a Brahman from his dress, and all his 
company are Brahmans too, no warrior among 
them. ; : | ЖАМЫ 
Pratap Singh. Strange, in these warlike times, 
an unarmed band. Perhaps they carry daggers 
’neatk their robes. ‘It seems they're friendly... 

Prine Атга. Shall I ask their business ? 
Herc comes Rao Sakta. (Moves ‘forward quickly 
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to meet Rao Saxa, the Chief of the Saktawats; 
who is accompanying the Rana into exile.) Uncle, 
who are these ? Brahmans, by their dress. ‘It’s 
very strange that they should seck the Rana at 
this late hour. 

Rao Sakta (gaily). Who, who are these ? 
Why, nephew, pilgrims surely, who scek the 
‘safety of our armed escort. Even the desert 
might conceal a band of thieves or Some sharp 
spy of Akbar's. Б 

Prince Апта (laughing too). То steal from 
you! That would be clever ! (Earnestly) "Tis 
not for myself I want good tidings— 

Rao Sakta. Ha! 

Prince Amra (laughing again). How good 
it is to laugh once morc ! 

Rao Sakta. Sssh! you will awake the 
queen. ~ She'll think you crazy, for mirth has 
long been absent from our thoughts. 

Prince Amra. But have you good news ? 
‘Rao Sakta. Well, middling good. 

Prince Amra. Then share it with the Rana. 

Rao Sakta. It is all this. The Chief Minister, 
Р Bhama Sah, has соте to say farewell, to 
- wish the Rana happy days and all good fortune. 
Prince Amra (disappointed). ‘Good fortune— 


' . happy days ? When far from Mewar! So 
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that's your news. Good Bhama Sah meant 
well but yet another parting will make it 
harder for my father. - See how he stands 
there, Uncle, quiet, quite alone. —~ 

Rao Sakta (quickly) His back is not to- 
wards Mewar. (Crosses over the grass to where the 
‘Rana is standing, still gazing at the dim outline of 
the peaks of the Aravalli. He seems to have for- 


- gotten the arrivals. Rao SAETA touches him on 


the arm.) Райа! Patta, I have news for you. 
Bhama Sah wishes to pay his respects to you : 
(significantly) some great benevolent purpose | 
brings him after us. 

Pratap Singh. Good, kind old шат. For 
generations his family have served the state. . 
Well, bring him to me, this grassy plof must be 
my hall of audience. (SAWTA hurries ofr and . 


` -returns with the venerable figure of BHAMA SAH, ' 


whom he leaves alone with the Rana, The Minister 


. prostrates himself at jhe feet of PRATAP SINGH.) 


Rise, my good friend. No longer am I Lord of 
Mewar ; only a poor wanderer: (Bitterly) My ` 
caravan, it would disgrace a gipsy. 

. Bhama Sah (rises to his feet and stands with 
folded hands and bent in front of his master). 


. Maharanaji ! long ago my ancestors found 


favour with the Lords of Mewar. Since then, 
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thanks to a grand and generous rule, great pros- 
perity has attended all our family. No need, 
„по hardship, has ever caused the Rana to levy 

a tax upon our private fund. And so we find 

ourselves rich in a land of ruin. While Princes 

hungered, we have hoarded gold. . 

Pratap Singh (wearily). Why not ? The gold 
was not ill-gotten, your own to hoard or spend. 
No stain has ever touched your honour, my 
good Bhama Sah. But what of this ? I’m glad 
to feel there's one my conflict has not ruined. 

So go your way and take your Rana's blessing, 

even if he calls himself зо for the last time. 
Bhama Sah. The hoarded wealth of many 

years I’ve brought for your acceptance— .^ 
Pratap Singh (in amazement). For mine ? 

' Bhama Sah. I’ve not kept one golden coin, 
"nor anything I thought could swell the fund. 
Dear Lord, my kindest noblest master, I have 
` lived to greet the day when I might bring my ` 
service to one full and splendid close. I've 
- wealth enough to'feed and arm your warriors 

for twelve or fifteen years. Not just a few 

brave men, but twenty, thirty thousand lusty 

Rajputs. Come, hów's that for Akbar ? We'll 

soon show him, and his Moguls too, how 
Mewar men may rally. Up upon the hill-side, 


{ 
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I passed a Mogul camp. A merry crew, all 
drinking good riddance to the Rana, the | 
flying Rana Pratap. We stole so quietly Бу! 
them, they little knew how: near them a band 
of well picked swordsmen, looking like humble 
pilgrims, passed. They little knew our purpose 
or how, below Kumbhalmer, we'd saddled 
sixty horses, who had descended the rocky 
‘paths cach moving as quietly as a leopard 
on its padded paws. 

Pratap Singh. Your tidings almost take 
away my power of speech. AmI awake? I. 
fear that this is all a dream. 

Bhama Sah (delighted). A dream, my Rana ! 
Look, is that a dream ? (Points to body of horse- 
men who are approaching the camp cautiously.) We 
muffled all the trappings, tricked out the men 
like mummies. A Mogul straying from his 
camp and meeting such a party, would have 
gone mad with fear thinking he saw the ghosts 
of Rana Pratap’s band, believing you far away 
across the sandy desert, with every faithful 
Rajput following vour blood red flag. 

Pratap Singh. And you, brave Bhama Sah, 
came all unarmed to bring me joy, the like I 
have not felt since the grand day when, hailed 


as Mewar's ruler, I led the hunt. , „ 
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Bhama Sah. That wasaday! But do not 
prize my valour quite so highly. ‘Beneath my 
pilgrim’s robe, I wear light mail. My sword lies 
snug inside. Once, in the days of Sanga, that 

· sword saw service. I’ve never drawn it since, 
but spent my life toiling for this great moment. 

Pratap Singh. If good days come, and the 
Sesodias plant once again :the -emblem of the 
Sun above Chitor, your family shall be still 
fürther honoured. I hail you, Bhama Sah, as 
Saviour of Mewar. ; 

Bhama Sah (very.simply). I love you, Maha- 
ranaji, you and all your race. I ask for no 

- reward but still to serve you. The moon is 
rising ; what a night to take the Mogul outpost . 

- unawares and then press on to Dawer ! Shabez 
Khan himself is making merry, thinking you 
toiling across the desert with your face turned 
towards forgetfulness.. 

Pratap Singh. You are а counsellor as 
golden as the money you give so freely for our 
country. I feel my sword like some live thing, 
pricking me on to action. Come, let us rejoin 
the Chiefs. This is grand news for them. (He 
moves towards the camp where Rao SAKTA and 
Prince AMRA are waiting anxiously for news of the 
interview. BHAMA SAH follows the RANA still 
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mindful of his royal rank. But PRATAP SINGH 
waits for him and, taking him by the arm, leads him 
(o Prince AMRA.) My son, salute the noblest . 
man that ever Mewar reared. 

Prince Amra (puzzled but willing to believe 
his father). My thanks and greeting, Bhama Sah. 

Rao Sakta. And mine, if it was you who 
mounted the sixty horsemen who have joined us. 

Bhama Sah. And sixty more for every mile 
between this camp and Dawer. 

Rao Sakta (ufroariously). This isa man! 
If Akbar knew, he'd barter half his captains for 
such a one. Why, Raja Birbal whom there's 
so much talk about, is but a shadow of our 
shrewd Bhama Sah. ; 

Bhama Sah (drily). We'll see when this 
night's work is over. Maharanaji, I ask your 
leave to depart. You too have much‘to think 
of. Atevery mile are posted well armed men. 


They know the signal. Farewell, and Heaven . 


be with you in your most noble purpose. 

[ With a fresh prostration, BHAMA SAH takes 
leave of the Rana, and, collecting his innocent- 
looking guard, returns the way he has come. As he 
passes the sixty horsemen, there is a clash of steel 
and sixty swords flash out in’ the moon-light. BHAMA 
SAH raises his hand as if blessing the swords, and 
then moves into the shadow of the rocks that over- 
hang the mountain track, and is lost to sight. ] 


E. L. Turnbull, 
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ABRAHAM LINCOLN 
SCENE I 


[ An April evening in 1865. A farmhouse near 
Appomatox. GENERAL GRANT, Commander-in- 
Chief, under Lincoin, of the Northern Armies, is- 
seated at a table with CAPTAIN MALINS, an aidc-dc- 
camp. He is smoking a cigar, and at intervals he 
replenishes his glass of whisky. DENNIS, an orderly, 
sits at a table in the corner, writing. ] 

Grant (consulting a large watch lying in front 
of him). An hour and a half. There ought to be 
some thing more from Meade by now. , Dennis. 

Dennis (coming to the table). Yes, sir: 

Grant. Take these papers to Captain 
Templeman and ask Colonel West if the twenty- 
third are in action yet. Tell the cook to send 
some soup at ten o’clock. Say it was cold 
yesterday. : 

Dennis. Yes, sir. 

[ He goes ] 

Grant. Give me that map, Malins. 

[ Mains hands him the map at which he is working. ] 

Grant (afler studying it in silence). Yes. 
There's no.doubt about it. Unless Meade goes 
to sleep i can only bc a question of hours. 
Lee's a great man, but he can't get out of that. 
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[ Making a ring on the map with his finger. ] 

Malins (taking the map again). This ought to 
be thc end, sir. 

Grant. Yes. If Lee surrenders, we can all 
pack up for home. 

Malins. By God, sir, it will be splendid, 
won't it, to be back again .? 

Grant. Dy God, sir, it will. 

Malins. I beg your pardon, sir. 

Grant. You'rc quite right, Malins. My boy 
goes to school next week. My word, I may be 


_able to go down with him and scc him settled in. 


[ Dennis comes back. ] А 
Dennis. Тһе cook says-he’s sorry, sir. It 
was a mistake. 
Grant. Tell him to kecp his mistakes in the 
kitchen. 
Dennis. I will, sir. » 
[ He goes back to his place. ] 
Grant (at his papers). Those rifles went up 
this afternoon ? С 
Malins. Yes, sir. 
{ Another ORDERLY comes in. ] 
Orderly. Mr. Lincoln has just arrived, sir. 
He's in the vard now. 
Grant. All right, ll come. | 
['Uhe ORDERLY goes. GRANT rises and crosses 


to the Пост, but is met there by LixcoLN and 
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SLANEY. LINCOLN, in top boots and tall hat that 
has seen many campaigns, shakes hands with 
GRANT and takes Maris! salute. } 
Grant. І wasn't expecting you, sir. 
Lincoln. No; but I couldn't keep away. 
How’s it going ? 
[ They sit. ] 


Grant. Meade sent word an hour anda 
. half ago that Lee was surrounded all but two 
miles, which was closing in. 
Lincoln. That ought about to scttle it, ch ? 
Grant. Unless anything goes wrong in 
those two miles, sir. I’m expecting a further 
report from Meade every minute. 
Lincoln. Would there be: more fighting ? 
Grant. . It: will probably mean fighting 
through the night, more or less. But Lec must 
realise it's hopeless by the morning. ў 
Ап Orderly (entering). А despatch, sir. 
Grant. Yes. 
` [The ORDERLY goes, and a young Officer 
comes in from the field. He salutes and handsa 
despatch to GRANT. | 
- Officer. From General Meade, sir. 
Grant (taking it). Thank you. 
[ He opens it and reads, ] 
You needn't wait. 
[ The Orricer salutes and goes. ] 
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Yes, they've closed the ring. Meade gives 
them ten hours. It’s timed at eight. Thats 
six o'clock in the morning. 

[ He hands the despatch to LINCOLN. ] 


Lincoln. We must bc merciful. Bob Lee 
has been a gallant fellow. 

Grant (taking a paper). Perhaps you'll look 
through this list, sir. I hope it's the last we 
shall have. i 

Lincoln (taking a paper). It’s a horrible 
part of the business, Grant. Any shootings ? 

Grant. One. 

Lincoln. Damn it, Grant, why can't you do 
without it ? No, no, of course not. Who is it? 

Grant. Malins. ; 

Malins (opening a book). William Scott, sir. 
Its rather a hard casc. 

Lincoln. What is it ? Р 

Malins. Не had just donca heavy march, ° 


2 


sir, and volunteered for double guard duty to... 


relieve a sick friend. He was found asleep at 
his post. 
[ He shuts the book. ] 
Grant. Iwasanxious to spare him. But 
it couldn't be done. It was a critical place, 
at a gravely critical time. 


Lincoln. When is it to Бе? 
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Malins. To-morrow, at daybreak, sir. 
Lincoln. І don’t sce that it will do him 
. any good to be shot. Where is һе? 
Malins. Here, sir. 
Lincoln. Can I go and sce him ? 
Grant. Where is he ? 
Malins. In the barn, I believe, sir. 
Grant. Dennis. 
Dennis (coming from his table). Yes, sir. 
Grant. Ask them to bring Scott in here. 
[ Dennis goes. ] 
I want to see Colonel Wes: Malins, ask 
Templeman if those figures are ready yet 
[ He goes, and MALINs follows ] 
Г After a moment, during which LiNcorx takes 
the book that MALINs has been reading from, and 


looks into it, WiLLIAM Ѕсотт is brought in under 
guard. He is a boy of twenty. ] 


Lincoln-(to the Guard). Thank you. Wait 

outside, will you ? i 
[ The Men salute and withdraw ] 

Are you William Scott ? 

Scott. Yes, sir. 

Lincoln. You know who Тат? 

Scott. Yes, sir. ` 

Lincoln. The General tells me you've 
been court-martialled. 

Scott. Yes, sir. 


. * 
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Lincoln. Asleep on guard? . ` 

Scott. Yes, sir 
Lincoln. It's a very scrious offence 

Scott, І know, sir 

Lincoln. What was it ? 

Scott (pause). I couldn't keep awake, sir. 
Lincoln. You'd had a long march ? 

Scott, Twenty-three miles, sir. 
Lincoln, You were doing double guard ? . 
Scoll. Yes, sir 

Lincoln. Who ordered you ? 

Scott. Well, sir, I offered 

Lincoln, Why? : 
Scott. Enoch White—he was sick; sir. We 

come from the same place 

Lincoln. Where's that? 

Scott. Vermont, sir. 

Lincoln. You live there ? 
Scott. Yes, sir. My 

down there, sir. 
` Lincoln. Who has ? 


Scott. My mother, sir. I've got her photo- 
graph, sir. 


ао weve got а farm 


[ He takes it from his pocket, ] 


Lincoln (taking it), Does she know about 
this ? 
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Lincoln. There, there, my boy. You're not 
going to be shot. 

Scott (after a pause). Not going to be shot, 
sir. 

Lincoln. . No, no 

Scott. Not—going—to—be—shot 

[ He breaks down, sobbing. ] 

Lincoln ‘(rising and going to him). There, 
there, I believe you when you tell me that you 
couldn’t keep awake. I’m going to trust you, 
. and send you back to your regiment 

[ He goes back to his seat. ] 

Scott. When may I go back, sir ? 

Lincoln. You can go back to-morrow. I 
expect the fighting will be over, though 

Scott. Is it over yet, sir ? 

Lincoln. Not quite. 

Scott, Please, sir, let me go back to-night 
. —let me go back to-night. 

Lincoln. Very well 

Ў [ He writes. ] 

Do you know where General Meade is ? 

Scott. No, sir 
_. Lincoln, Ask one of those men to come here 

: [ Scorr calls one of his guards in. ] 

Lincoln, Your prisoner is discharged. Take 
him. at once to General Meade with this 
у [ He hands а notc to the man. ] 
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The Soldier. Yes, sir. 

Scott. Thank you, sir. 

[ He salutes and goes out with the Soldicr. ] 

Lincoln. Slaney. 

Slaney (outside). Yes, sir. 

[ He comes in. ] 

Liucoln. What's the time ? 

Slaney (looking at the watch on the table). Just 
on half-past nine, sir. 

Lincoln. I shallsleep here for a little. 
You'd better shake down too. "They'll "wake 
us if there's any news. . 

[ Lincotn wraps himself.up on two chairs. 
SLANEY follows suit .on a: bench. After a few 
moments GRANT comes to the door, secs what has 
happened, blows out the candles quietly, and goes 
away. ] 

THE CURTAIN FALLS, 
SGENE II 

[The curtain rises' on the same scene, 
LiNcoLN and SLANEY still lying asleep. The light 
of dawn fills the room. The ORDERLY comes in 
with two smoking cups of coffec and some biscuits. 
-LINGOLN wakes. ] 

Lincoln. Good-morning. 

Orderly. Good-morning, sir. 

Lincoln (taking coffee and biscuits). Thank you. 

[ The ORDERLY turns to SLANEY, who slccps 
on, and he hesitates. ] 
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Lincoln. Slaney. (shouting. Slaney. 

Slaney (starting up). Hullo! What the 
devil is it? I beg your pardon, sir. द 

Lincoln. Notatall Take a lite collec. 

Slaney. Thank you, sir. 

| He takes coffee and biscuits. ‘The ORDERLY 
gocs. ] 

Lincoln. Slept well, Slaney ? 

Slaney. I feel a 106 crumpled, sir. I 
think, I fell off once. 

Lincoln. Whats the timc * 

Slaney (looking at the watch). Six o'clock, sir, 

.[ GRANT comcs in. | 

Grant. Good-morning, sir; good-morning. 
Slariey. 

Lincoln. Good-morning, General. 

Slaney. Good-morning, sir. 

Grant. I didn’t disturb you last night. A 
message has just come from Meade.  Lee.asked 
for an armistice at four o'clock. 

Lincoln (affer a silence). For four years life 
has been but the hope of this moment. It is 
strange how simple it is; when it comes. Grant, 
you've served the country very truly. And 
you’ve made my work possible. 

L He takes his hand. ] 
Thank you. 
Grant. Had I failed, the fault would not 
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have been yours, sir. I succeeded because you 
believed in mc. 

Lincoln, Where is Lee ? 

Grant. He's coming here. Meade should 
arrive directly. 

Lincoln. Where will Lee wait ? 

Grant. There is a room ready for him. 
Will you reccive him, sir ? 

Lincoln, No, no, Grant. That’s your affair. 
You are to mention no political matters. Be 
generous. But I ncedn't say that. 

Grant (taking a paper from his pockel). Those 
are the terms I suggest. 

Lincoln (reading). Yes, yes. They do you 
honour. . 

[He places the paper on the table. An 

ORDERLY comes in. ] 

Orderly. General Meade is here, sir. 

Grant. Ask him to come here. 

Orderly. Yes, sir. 

[ He goes. ] 

Grant. I learnt a good'deal from Robert Lee 
in early days. He's a better man than most of us. 
I'his business will go pretty near thc heart, sir. 

Lincoln. I’m glad its to be done by a 
bravc gentleman, Grant. 

[ GENERAL Meane and CAPTAIN SONE, his 
aide-de-camp, come іп. MEADE salutes. ] 
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Lincoln. Congratulations, Meade. You've 

` done well. 

Meade. Thank you, sir. 

Grant. Was there much morc fighting ? 

Meade. Pretty hot for an hour or two. 

Grant. How long will Lee be ? 

Meade. Only а few minutes, I should say, sir. 

Grant. You said nothing about terms ? 

Meade. No, sir. 

Lincoln. Did a boy Scott come to you ? 

Meade. Yes, sir. He went into action at 
once, He-was killed, wasn't he, Sone ? 

Sone. Yes, sir. 

Lincoln, Killed ? It's a queer world, Grant. 

Meade. Is there any proclamation to be 
made, sir about the rebels ? 

Grant. I— 

Lincoln. No, no, ГЦ have nothing of 
hanging or shooting these men, even the worst 
ofthem. Frighten them out of the country, 
open the gates, let down the bars, scare them 
off ! Shoo ! . 

[ He flings out his arms. ] 
Good-bye, Grant. Report at Washington 
as soon as you can. 
; [ He shakes hands with him. ] 
Good-bye, gentleman. Come along, Slaney. 


[ MEAE salutes and LINCOLN gocs, . followed 
by SrawEv. ] 
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Grant. Who is with. Lee? - 

Meade. Only one of his staff, sir 

Grant. You might see Malins, will уоп, 
Sone, andlet us know directly General Lec 
comes. Efe 

Sone. Yes, sir 

[ He goes out. ] 

Grant. Well, Meade ; it's been a big job 

Meade. Yes, sir 

Grant. We've had courage and determi- 

. nation. And we've had wits, to beat a great 
soldier. I’ld-say that to any man. But itis 
Abraham Lincoln, Meade, who has kept us a 
great cause clean to fight for. It does a man's 
heart good to know he's given victory to such a 
man to handle. A glass, Meade? (Pouring out 
whisky.) No. (Drinking.) Do you know, Meade, 
there were fools who. wanted me to oppose 
Lincoln for the next Presidency. Гуе got my 
vanities, but I know better than that 
[ Mains cornes in. ] 
Malins. General Lee is here, sir 


Grant. Meade, will General Lee do me the 


.^' honour of meeting me here ? 


[ MEADE salutes and goes. ] 
Grant. Where the deuce is my hat, Malins ३ 


And sword ? 
Malius. Here, sir. 
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[ MALINS gets them for hin, MEADE and Song 
come in, and stand by the door at attention, 
Rozert Lee, General-in-Chicf of the Confederate 
forces comes in, followed by one of his staff. The 
days of critical anxiety through which he has just 
lived have marked themselves оп Ler’s face but his 
groomed and punctilious toilct contrasts pointedly 
with GRANTS unconsidered appearance. The iwo 
commanders face cach other. Grant salutes, and 
LEE replies. ] 

Grant, Sir, you have given me occasion 
to be proud of my opponent. 

Lee. I have not spared my strength. I 
acknowledge its defeat. 

Grant. You have comc— 

Lee. To ask upon what terms you will 
accept surrender. Yes. : 

Grant (/aking the paper from the table and 
handing it to Lee). They. are simple. I hope 
you will not find them uigenerous. 4 

Lee (having read the terms). . You are magna- 
nimous, sir. May I make one submission H 

Grant. It would be a privilege if 1 could 
consider it. 

Lee. You allow our officers to keep their 
horses. That is gracious. Our cavalry troopers’ 
horses also are their own. 

Grant. I understand. They will be needed 
on the farms. It shall be done. 
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Lee. I thank you. I will do much towards 
conciliating our people. I accept your terms. 
[Lee unbuckles his sword, and offers it to 
GRANT. ] 
Grant. No, no. I should have included 
that. It has but one rightful place, I beg you. 
[ ТЕЕ replaces his sword. GRANT offers his hand 
and Ler takes it. They salute, and Lee turns to go. ] 


TUE CURTAIN FALLS, 


SCENE III 

[ The evening of April 14th, 1865. The small 
lounge of a theatre. On the far side are the doors 
of three private boxes. There is silence for a few 
moments. Then the sound of applause comes from 
the auditorium beyond. The box doors are opened. 
In the centre hox can be seen LINCOLN, and 
STANTON, Mrs. LiNCOLN, another lady, and an 
officer, talking together. 


The occupants come out from {һе other boxes 
into the lounge, where small knots of people have 
gathered from different directions, and stand or sit 
talking busily. ] 5 

А Lady. Very amusing, don't you think ? 

Her Companion. Oh, yes. But it’s hardly 
truc to life, is it ? 

Another Lady. Isni that dark girl clever ? 
Whats her name ? 

A Gentleman (consulting his programme). 
Eleanor Crowne ? 
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Another Gentleman. There's .a terrible 
draught, isn't there ?. .I shall have a stiff neck 

His Wife. You should keep your scarf on 

The Gentleman. It looks so odd 

Another Lady. .The President looks very. 
"happy this evening, doesn't he ? Tue 

Another. No wonder, isit? ‘He must be 
a proud man. 

[ A young man, dressed in black, passes among 


the people, glancing: furtively. into LiNCOLN's box, 

and disappears. It'is Joun WiLKEs Воотн. | 

A Lady (greeting another). Ah, Mrs. Ben- 
nington, when do you expect your husband 
back ? ieee: : 
[ They drift away. Susan carrying cloaks and 

wraps, comes in. She goes to the box, and speaks 

to Mrs. LiNcOLN. Then she comes away, and sits 

down apart from the crowd to wait. ] 

A Young Man. І rather think of going on 
the stage myself. My friends tell me I’m un- 
common good. Only I don’t think my health 
would stand it. 

. A Girl. Oh it must be very easy life. Just 
acting—that’s easy enough 
[А cry of “LiıncoLrn”, comes through the 
auditorium. Itis taken up, with, shouts of “THE - 
PRESIDENT”, ."SPEECH", “ABRAHAM LINCOLN”, 
“FATHER LINCOLN”, and ѕо оп. The conversation 
- jn the lounge stops as the talkers turn to listen. 
After a few moments, LINCOLN is seen to rise. 
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There is а burst of cheering. The people in the 
lounge stand round the box door. LINCOLN holds 
up his hand, and there is a sudden silence. ] 


Lincoln. My friends, I am touched, deeply 
touched, by this mark of your good-will. After 
four dark and difficult years, we have achieved 


. the great purpose for which we set out. General 


Lee's surrendér to General Grant leaves but 
one confederate force in the field, and the end 


is immediate and certain. (Cheers.) Ihave but 


little to say at this moment. I claim not to 
have controlled events, but confess plainly that 
events have controlled me. But as events have 
come before me, I have seen them always with 
one faith. We have preserved the American 
Union, and we have abolished a great wrong. 
(Cheers.) The task of reconciliation, of setting 
order where there is now confusion, of bringing 
about a settlement at once just and merciful, 
and of directing the life of a reunited country 
into prosperous channels of good-will and 
generosity, will demand all our wisdom, all our 
loyalty. It is the proudest hope of my life that 
I may be of some service in this work. (Cheers.) 
Whatever it may be, it can be but little in 
return for all the kindness and forbearance 


that I have received. With malicetoward none, | 


with charity for all, it is for us to resolve that 
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this nation, under God, shall have a new birth 
of freedom ; and that government of the people, 
by the people, for the people, shall not perish 
from the earth. 

[ There is a great sound of cheering. It dies 
down, and a boy passes through the lounge and 
calls out **Lasr Act, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN”, 
The people disperse, and the box doors are closed. 
Susan is Jcft alone and.there is silence. _ 

` After a few moments, BoorH appcars. He 
watches Susan and sees that her gaze is fixed away 
from him. He crceps along the centre box and 
disengages a hand from under his cloak. It holds a 
revolver. Poising himself, he opens the door with a 
swift movement, fires, flings to the door again, and 
rushes away. Тһе door is thrown open again, and 
the Orricer follows in pursuit. Inside the box, 
Mns. LINCOLN is kneeling by her husband, who is 
supported by Stanton. A Doctor runs across the 
lounge and goes into the box. There is complete 
silence in the theatre. The door clases again. ] 
Susan (who has run to the box door, and is 
kneeling there, sobbing). Master, master. No, no, 


not my master. 

[ The other box doors have opened, and the 
occupants with others have collected in little terror- 
struck groups in the lounge. Then the centre door 
opens, and STANTON comes out, closing it behind 
him. ] : 

Stanton. Now he belongs to the ages. 
THE CURTAIN FALLS. 
— John Drinkwater 
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THE BISHOP'S CANDLESTICKS 


Scene: The kitchen of the Bisrror's cottage. 

It is plainly but substantially furnished. Doors 
В. and L. and L. C. Window R. С. Fireplace with 
heavy mantelpiece down К. Oak settle with 
cushions behind door L. C. Table in window К. C. 
with writing materials and crucifix (wood). Right- 
day clock R. of window. Kitchen dresser with 
cupboard to lock down L. Oak dinning table К. С. 
Chairs, books, etc. Winter wood scene without. 
On the mantelpiece are two very handsome candle- 
sticks which look strangely out of place with their 
surroundings. 

[ MARIE and PERSOME discovered. MARIE 
stirring some soup on the fire. PERSOME laying thc 
cloth, etc. ] 

Persome. Marie, isn't the soup boiling yet ? 
Marie. Not yet, madam. 
Persone. Well, it ought to be. You haven't 


. tended the fire properly, child. 


Marie. But, madam, you yourself made the 
firc up. 

Persome. Don't answer me back like that. 
It is rude. 

Marie. Yes, madam. 

Persome. Then don’t let me have to rebuke 
you again. 
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Marie. No, madam. 

Persome. I wonder where my brother can 
be. (Looking at the clock.) Tt is after eleven 
o'clock and no sign ofhim. Marie! 

Marie. Yes, madam. ў 

Persome. Did Monseigneur the Bishop 
leave any message for me? 

Marie No, Madam. 

Persome. Did he tell you where he was 
going ? 

Marie. Yes, madam. 

Persome. ‘Yes madam’ (imitating). Then 
why haven’t you told me, stupid ! 

Marie. Madam didn’t ask me. 

Persome. Butthatis no reason for your 
not telling me, is it ? 

Marie. Madam said only this morning I 
was not to chatter, so I thought— 

Persome. Ah, mon Dieu, you thought! 
Ah ! It is hopeless. з 


Marie. Yes, madam. 

Persome. Don't keepsaying ‘Yes. Madam’, 
like a parrot, nincompoop. 5 

Marie. No, Madam. AR 
` .. Persome. Well. Where did Monseigneur 
say he was going ? 
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Persome. To your mother’s indeed ! And 
why, pray ? 

Marie. Monseigneur asked me how she 
was, and I told him she was feeling poorly. 

‚ Persome. You told him she was feeling 
poorly, did you? And so my brother is to be 
kept out of his bed, and go without his supper 
because you told him she was feeling poorly. 
There’s gratitude for you ! 

Marie. Madam, the soup is boiling ! 

Persome. Then pour it out, fool, and don't 
chatter. (Marie about to do so.) No, по; not 
like that. Here, let me do it, and do you put 
the salt-cellars on the table—the silver ones. 

Marie. The silver ones, madam ? 

Persome. Yes, thc silver ones. Arc vou 
deaf as well as stupid ? 


Marie. They are sold, madam. 


Persome. Sold ! (With -horror.) Sold! Are 
you mad ? Who sold them ? Why were they 


sold १ 


Marie. Monseigneur the Bishop told me 
this afternoon while you. werc out to take them 
to Monscigneur Gervais, who has often admired 
them, and sell them for as much as I could. 


Persome. But you had no rigbt to do so 
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Marie (with awe). But, madam, Monseigneur 
the Bishop told me. з 
Persome. Monseigneur the Bishop is a— 
ahem ! Вис out what can he have wanted 
with the money ? 
Marie. Pardon, madam, but I think it was 
for Mere Gringoire. : 
Persome. Mere Gringoire indeed! Mere 
Gringoire! What, theold witch who lives at 
the top of the hill, and who says she is bed- 
ridden because she is too lazy to do any work ? 
Апа what did Mere Gringoire want with the 
money, pray ? 
Marie. Madam,it was for the rent. The 
.. bailiff would not wait any longer, and threat- 
ened to turn herout to-day if it were not paid, 
so she sent little Jean to Monseigneur to ask for 
help, and— 


Persome. Oh, mon Dieu ! It is hopeless, 
hopeless. We shall have nothing left. His estate 
is sold, his savings have gone. His furniture, 
everything. Were it not for my little dot we 
should starve ! And now my beautiful—beauti- 
ful (sob) salt-cellars. Ah, itis too much, too 
much, (She breaks down crying.) 


Marie. Madam, I am sorry, if I had 
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Persome. Sorry, and why, pray ? M 
Monseigneur the Bishop chooscs to sell his salt- 
cellars he may do so, I suppose. Go and wash 
your hands, they are disgracefully dirty. 

Marie. Yes, madam (going towards 1२.) 


[ Enter the Виѕнор, С. ] 


Bishop. Ah! how nice and warm it is in 
here ! It is worth going out in the cold for the 
sake of the comfort of coming in. 

[ Persome has hastened to help him off with 
his coat, etc. Маке has dropped a deep cur.sy. ] 

Thank you, dear. (Looking at her.) Why, 
what is the matter? You have been crying. 
Has Marie been troublesome, eh? (Shaking 
his finger at her.) Ah! 

Persome. No, it wasn’t Marie—but, but— 

Bishop. Well, well, you shall tell me 
presently. Marie; my child, run home now; 
your mother is better. Ihave prayed with her 
and the doctor has been. Run home ! (MARIE 
putting on cloak and going.) And, Marie, lct your- 
sclf in quictly in casc your mother is asleep. 

Marie. Oh, thanks, tlianks, Monscigneur. 

| She gocs to door C., as it opens the snow 
drives iu. J. 

Bishop. Here, Marie, take my comforter, 

it will kecp you warm, It is very eold to-night. 
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Marie. Oh, no, Monseigneur ! (shamefacedly.) 

Persome. What ‘nonsense, brother, she is 
young, she won’t hurt. 

Pishop. Ah, Persome, you have not been 
out, you don’t know how cold it has become. 
Here, Marie, let me put it on for you. (Does so.) 
Гһеге ! Run along, little one. 

[ Exit Manis, C. ] 

Persome. Brother, I have no patience with 
you. There, sit down and. take your soup, it 
has been waiting ever so long: And ifitis 
spoilt, it serves you right. 

Bishop. It smells delicious. 


Persome. I’m sure Marie's mother is no’ 
so ill that you need have stayed out on such a 
night as this. I believe those people pretend to 
be ill just to have the Bishop call on them. 
They have no thought of the Bishop ! 


Bishop. Itis kind of them to want to sce me. 


Persome. Well, for any part, I believe that 
charity begins at home. 


Bishop. And so you make me this delicious 
soup. You are very good to me, sister. | 


Persome. Good to you, yes ! I should think 
so. I should like to know where you would be 
without me to look after you. The dupe of every 
idle scamp or lying old woman in the parish. 
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Bishop. If people lie to me they are poorer, 
not I. 

Persome. But it is ridiculous; you will 
soon have nothing left. You give away cvery- 
thing, everything ! ! ! 

Bishop.. My dear, there is so much suffer: 
ing in the world, and I can do so little (sighs), 
so very little. 


Persome. Suffering, yes, but you never 
think of the suffering you cause to those who 
love you best, the suffering you cause to me. 

Bishop (rising) You, sister dear? Have 
I hurt you? Ah, I remember you had been 
crying. Wasit my fault? I didn't mean to 
hurt you. Iam sorry. 

Persome. Sorry. Yes. Sorry won't mend 
it. Humph! Oh, do goon eating your soup 
before it gets cold. ' 

Bishop. , Very well, dear. (Sits.) But tell me— 

Persome. You are like a child, I can’t 
trust you out of my sight. Nosooner is my back 
turned than you get that little minx Marie to 
sell the silver salt-cellars. 

Bishop. Ah, yes, the salt-cellars. It isa 
pity. You, you were proud of them ? 

Persome. Proud of them, why, they have 
been in our family for years. 
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Bishop. Yes, it is a pity- They were beauti- 
ful; but still, dcar, one can eat salt out of 
china just as well. 

Persome. Yes, or meat off the floor, I 
suppose. Oh, it’s coming to that. Andas for 
that old wretch, Mere Gringoire, I wonder she 
had the audacity to send here again. The last 
time I saw her I gave her such a talking so that 

. it ought to have had some effect. 

Bishop. Yes ! I offered to take her in here 
for a day or two, but she seemed to think it 
might distress you. 

Persome. Distress те!!! 

Bishep. And the bailiff, who is a very just 
man, would not wait longer for Ше rent, 
so—so— you sce І had to pay it. 

Persome. You had to pay it. (Gesture af 
comic despair.) 

Bishop. Yes, and you sec I had no moncy 
so I had to dispose of the saJt-ccllars. It was 

- fortunate I had them, wasn’t it ? (Smiling.) But 
I’m sorry I have grieved you. 

Persome. Oh, go on! go on! you are 
incorrigible. You'll sell your candlesticks 
next. 

^. Bishop (with real concern). No, no, sister, not 
- my candlesticks. 
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Persome. Oh! Why not? They would pay 
somebody's rent, I suppose. 

Bishop. Ah, you are good, sister, to think. 
of that; but—but I don't want to sell them. 
You sce, dear, my mother gave them to me on 
—on her death-bed just after you were born, 
and—and she asked me to keep them in remem- 
brance of her, so I would like to keep them, 
but perhaps it is a sin to set such store by them ? 

Persome. Brother, brother, you will break 
my heart (with tears in her voice). There ! don't 
say anything more. Kiss me and give me your 
blessing. I’m going to bed. [ They kiss. ] 

[ Bisnor makes the sign of the Cross and mur- 
murs a blessing. PERSOME locks cupboard door 
and turns to go. ] s 
Persome. Don'tsit up too long and tire 

your cyes. ! 

Bishop. No, dear! Good night ! 

. — [PznsoxE exits R. ] 

Bishop (comes to table and opens a book, then 
looks up at the candlesticks). They would pay 
somebody's rent, It was kind of her to think 
of that. 

[ He stirs the fire, trims the lamp, arranges 
some books aud papers, sits down, is restless, 
shivers slightly ; clock outside strikes twelve and he 
settles to read. Music during this. Enter the Convict 
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stealthily ; he has a long knife and seizes the BIsHop 
from behind. ] 


Convict. If you call out you are a dead 
man ! і ` 


Bishop. Rat, my friend, as you see, I am 
reading. Why should I call out ? Can I help 
you in any way ? 


Convict (hoarsely). I want food. I’m 
starving. I haven’t eaten anything for three 
days. Give me food quickly, quickly, curse you.. 


Bishop (eagerly). But certain у, my son, you 
shall have food. I will ask my sister for the 
keys of the cupboard 

[ Rising. ] 

Convict. Sit down!!! (The Віѕнор sits 
smiling.) None of that, my friend ! Гат too old 
a bird to be caught with chaff You would ask 
your sister for the keys, would you ? A likely 
story ! You would rouse the house too. Eh ? Ha ! 
ha! A good joke truly. Come, where is:the 
food? I wantno keys. I have a wolf inside 
me tearing at my cntrails, tearing me; quick, 
tell me where the food is. 


Bishop (aside). I wish Persome would not 
lock the cupboard. (Aloud.) Come, my friend, 
you have nothing to fear. My sister and I are 
alone here. 
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Convict. How do I know that ? 
Bishop. Why, I have just told you. 
[ Convict looks long at the Бизнор. ] 


Convict. Humph ! PI risk it. _(BISHOP, 
going to door R.) But mind! Play me false and as 
sure as there are devils in hell Pll drive my knife 
through your heart. I have nothing to lose. 


Bishop. You have your soul to lose, my 
son ; it is of more value than my heart: (At door 
R. calling.) Persome ! Persome ! 
[ The Comvicr stands behind him with his 
knife ready.] : 

Persome (within). Yes, brother. 

Bishop. Here is a poor traveller who is 
hungry. If you are not undressed will you 
come and open the cupboard and I will give 
him some supper. 

Persome (within). What, at this time of 
night ? A pretty business truly. Are we to 
have no sleep now, but to be at the beck and 
call of every ne’er-do-well who happens to pass ? 

Bishop. But, Persome, the: traveller is 
hungry. 

Persome. Oh, very well. I am coming. 
(Persone enters R. sees the knife in the CONVICTS 
hand.) (Frightened.) Brother, what is he doing 
with that knife ? 
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Bishop. The knife—oh, well, you see, dear, : 
perhaps he may have thought that I—I had 


sold ours. 
[ Laughs gently. ] 


Persome. Brother, I am frightened. He 
glares at us like a wild beast (aside to him). 

Convict. Hurry, I tell you. Give me food or 
Г] stick my knife in you both and help myself. 

Bishop. Give me the keys, Persome, (she 
gives them to him) and now, dear, you may go 
to bed. 


[ PERSOME going. The Convict springs in 
front of her. ] 
Convict. Stop! Neither of you leave this 


room till I do. 
[ She looks at the Bisuor. ] 


Bishop. Persome, will you favour this 
gentleman with your company at supper ? He 
evidently desires it. 

Persome. "Very well, brother. 

[ She sits down at table staring at the two. ] 

Bishop. Here is some cold pie and a bottle 


of wine and some bread 
Conviet. Put them on the table, and stand 


below it so that I can see you 


N [ Вѕнор does so and opens drawer in table, 


taking out knife and fork, looking at the knife in 
Convicr’s hand. ] 
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Convict. My knite is sharp. (He runs his 
finger along the edge and looks at them meaningly.) 
And as for forks (taking it up) faugh ! steel, (He 
throws it away.) We don’t use forks in prison. 

Persome. Prison ? 

Convict (cutting off an enormous slice, which 
he tears with his fingers like an animal. Then 
starts). What was that ? (He looks at the door.) 
Why the devil do you leave the window un- 
shuttered and the door unbarred so that anyone 
can come in ? (Shutting them.) 

Bishop. That is why they are left open. 

Convict. Well, they are shut now ! 

Bishop (sighs). For the first time in thirty 
years, 

[ Convicr eats voraciously and throws a hone 

on the floor. ] 

Persome. Oh, my nice clean floor ! 

[ BrsHoP picks up the bone and puts it on 
plate. ] 

Convict. You're afraid of thieves ? 

Bishop. Iam sorry for them. 

Convict. Sorry for them. Ha!ha! ha! 
(Drinks from bottle.) That's a good one. Sorry 
for them. Ha! ha ! ha! (Drinks.) (Suddenly) 
What the devil are you ? ^ 


o Bishop. I ama bishop. 
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‘Convict. На! һа! Һа! A bishop. Holy 
Virgin, a bishop. Well, I'm damned ! 

Bishop. I hope you may escape that, my 
son. Persome, you may lcave из; this gentlc- 
man will excuse you. 

Persome.. Lcave you with— 

Bishop. Please ! My friend and 1 can talk 
more—freely then. | 

[ By this time, owing to his stary ing condition, 
the wine has affected the Convicr. ] 

Convict. What's that? Leave us. Yes, 
yes, leave us. Good night. I want to talk to 
the Bishop. The Bishop. На ha! * 

[ Laughs as he drinks and coughs. ]. 

Bishop. Good night, Persome. 

[ He holds the door open and she goes out R., 
holding in her skirts as she passes the Convict. ] 

Convict (chuckling to himself). The Bishop 
Ha ! ha! Well I’m—(Suddenly very loudly.) D'you 
know what I am ? 


Bishop. I think one who has suffered much. 


Convict. Suffered ? (puzzled) suffered © My 
God, yes. (Drinks.) But that’s a long time ago. 
На ! ha! That was when І wasa man. Now 
I’m not a man ; now I'ma number; number 
15729, and I’ve lived in hell for ten years. 


р Tell mc about it—about hell. ' 
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Convict. Why ? (Suspiciously) Do you 
want to tell the police—to set them on my 
track ? न 


Bishop. No! І will not tell the police. 


Convict (looks at him earnestly). 1 believe you 
(scratching his head), but damn me if I know why. 


Bishop (laying his hand on the Comvicr's 
arm). Tell me about the time—the time before 
you went to—hell. 


Convict. Its so long ago I forget, but I 
had a little cottage, there were vines growing on 
it. (Dreamily.) They looked pretty with the even- 
ing sun on them and, and—there was a woman 
—she was (thinking hard)—she must have been 
my wife—yes. (Suddenly and very rapidly.) Yes, 
I remember ! she was ill, we had no food, I 
could get no work, it was a bad year, and my 
wife, my Jeanette, was ill, dying (pause), so I 
stole to buy her food. (Long pause. The BISHOP 
gently pais his hand.) They caught me. I pleaded 
to them, I told them why I stole, but they 
laughed at me, and I was sentenced to ten years 


‘in the prison hulks, (pause) ten years in hell. 


The night I was sentenced the gaoler told me— 
told me Jeanette was dead. (Sobs with fury.) Ah, 
damn them, damn them. God curse them all. 
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Bishop. Now tell me about the prison-ship, 
about hell. 


Convict. Tell you about it? Look here, 
I was a man once. I’m a beast now, and they 
made me what I am. They chained me up 
like a wild animal, they lashed me like a hound. 
I fed on filth, I was covered with vermin, I 
slept on boards, and I complained. Then they 
lashed me again. For ten years, ten years. 
Oh God ! They took away my name, they took 
away my soul, and they gave me a devil in its 
place. But one day they were careless, one day 
they forgot to chain up their wild beast, and 
he escaped. He was free. That was six weeks . 
ago, I was free, free to starve. 

Bishop. To starve ? 


Convict. Yes, to starve. They feed you in 
hell, but, when you escape from it you starve. 
They were hunting me everywhere and I had 
no passport, no name. So I stole again, I stole 
these rags, I stole my food daily, I slept in the 
woods, in barns, anywhere. I dare not ask for 
work, I dare not go into a town to beg, so I 
stole, and they have made me what I am, they 
have made me a thief. God curse them all. 


[ Empties the bottle and throws it into the fire- 
place R., smashing it. | 
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Bishop. My son, you have suffered much 
but there is hope for all. 
Convict. Hope! Hope! Ha! ha! ha! 
[ Laughs wildly. ] 
Bishop. You have walked far ; you are tired. 
Lie down and sleep on the couch there, and I 
will get you some coverings. i 
Convict. And if anyone comes ? 
Bishop. No one will come ; but if they do, 
are you not my frieud ? 
‚ Convict. Your friend (puzzled) ? 
Bishop. They will not molest the Bishop's 
friend. 
,Conviet. The Bishop’s friend ! 
[ Scratching his head, utterly puzzled. ] 
‚ Bishop. I will get the coverings. 


2. [ Exit L. ] 

Convict (looks after him, scratches his head). 

The Bishop’s friend ! (He goes to fire to warm him- 

self and notices the candlesticks. He looks round to 

see if he is clone, and takes them dawn, weighing 

them.) Silver, by God, heavy. What a prize! 
[ He hears the Віѕнор coming, and in his haste 


drops one candlestick on the table. ] ० 
[ Enter the Візнор. ] 


Bishop (sees what is going on, but goes to 
the settle up L. with coverings). Ah, you are 
admiring my candlesticks. I am proud of them. 
They were a gift from my mother. А.е too 
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handsome for this poor cottage perhaps, but 
all I have to remind me of her. Your bed is 
ready. Will vou lie down now ? 

Convict. Yes, yes, ГП lie down now. 
(Puzzlid.) Look here, why the devil are you— 
ki—kind to me? (Suspictousiy.) What do you 
want * Eh? 

Bishop. I want you to havea good sleep, 
my friend, 

Convict. I believe you want to convert me; 
save my soul, don’t you call it? Well, it’s no 
good. sec ? I don’t want any damned religion, 
and as for the Church, bah! I hatc the 
Church. 

Bishop. That is a pity, my son, as the 
Church docs’ ot have you. 

Convict. You are going to try to convert 
me. Oh!Ha!ha! that’s a good idea. Ha! 
ha ! ha ! No, no, Monseigneur the Bishop. I 
don't want any of your Faith. Hope, and 
Charity, see ? So anything you do fot me 
you're doing to the devil, understand (defi 
ашу) ? 

Bishop. One must do a grcat deal for the 
devil, in order to do a little for God. 


Convict (angrily), I don't want any damn- 
ed religion, I tell you. 
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Bishop. Won't you lie down now, itis 
late ? 

Convict (grumbling). Well, all right, but T 
wort be preached at, I—I—(O couch). You're 
sure no one will come ? 

Bishop. I don't think they will; but if 
they do—you yourself have locked tlie door. 

Convict. Humph! I wonder if its safe. 
(He goes to the door and tries it, then turns and sees 
the BISHOP holding the covering, annoyed.) Here! 
you go to bed. I'll cover myself. (The BisHor 
hesitates.) Go on, I tell you. 

Bishop. Good night, my son. 

(0०५७ ус. 157 DEL] 
[ Convict waits till he is off, then tries the 
Bisrop’s door. ] 

Convict. -No lock, of course. Curse it. 
(Looks round and sees the candlesticks again.) 
Humph ! I'll have another look at them. (He 
takes them up and toys with them.) Worth hund- 
reds ГЇ warrant. If I had these turned into 
moncy they'd start me fair. Humph ! The old 
boy's fond of them too, said his mother gave 
him them. His mother, yes. They didn’t think 
of my mother when they séntrsme--tordigllo He 
was kintl to me too—but what's a Bishop for 
except $о bc kind to you ? Here, cheer up, my — 
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hearty, you're getting soft. God ! wouldn't my 
chain-mates laugh to see 15729 hesitating about 
collaring the plunder because he felt good. 
Good! Ha! ha ! Oh, my God! Good! Ha! 
ha! 15729 getting soft. That's a good one. 
Ha ! Һа! No, I'll take his candlesticks and go. 
If I stay here he’ll preach at me in the morn- 
ing and ГЇЇ get soft. Damn him and his 
preaching too. Here goes! 
[ He takes the candlesticks, stows them in his 


coat, and cautiously exits L. С. As he does so the 
door slams. ] 


Persome (without). Who's there ? Who's 
there, I say? Am I to get no sleep to-night? 
Who's there, I say ? (Enter В. Persomr) I'm 
sure I heard the door shut. (Looking round.) No 

‘one here? (Knocks at the Втѕнор°ѕ door L. Sees 
the candlesticks have gone.) "The candlesticks, the 
candlesticks. They are gone. Brother, brother, 
come out. Fire, murder, thieves ! 

[ Enter Віѕнор L. ] 

Bishop. What is it, dear, what is it ? What 
is the matter ? 

Persome. He has gone. The man with the 
hungry eyes has gone, and he has taken your 
candlesticks. : 


Bishop. Not riy candlesticks, sister, surely 
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not those. (He looks and sighs.) Ah, that is 
hard, very hard, І, I—He might have left me 
those, They were all I had (almost breaking down). 

Persome. Well, but. go and inform the 
police. He can’t have gone far. They will soon 
catch him, and you’ll get the candlesticks back 
again. You don’t deserve them, though, leaving 
them about with a man like that in the house. 

Bishop. You are right, Persome. It was 
my fault. І led him into temptation. 

Persome. Oh, nonsense ? Led him into 
temptation indeed! The man is a thief, a 
common scoundrelly thief. I knew it the 
moment I saw him. Go and inform the police 
or I will. 


[ Going, but he stops her. ] 

Bishop. And have him sent back to prison 
(very softly), sent back to hell! No Persome. 
It is a just punishment for me; Iset too great 
store by them. It wasa sin. My punishment 
is just, but, oh God, it is hard, it is very hard. 
[ He buries his head in his hands. ] 

Persome. No, brother, you are wrong. If 
you won't tell the police, I will. I will not? 
stand by and sce you robbed. 1 know you are 
my brother and my Bishop, anu the best man 


` in all France, but you are a fool, I tell you, a 
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child, and I will not have your goodness 
` abused. I shall go and inform the police. (Going-) 
Bishop. Stop, Persome. The candlesticks 
were mine, they are his now. It is better so. 
He has more need of them than I. My mother 
would have wished it so had she been here. 
Persome. But— 
[ Great knocking without. ] 
Sergeant (without) Monseigneur, Mon- 
seigneur, we have something for you. May we 
enter ? 
Bishop. Enter, my son. 
[ Enter SERGEANT and three GENDARMES with 


Convict bound. The SERGEANT carries the candle- 
2 Sticks. ] 


Persome. Ah,so they have caught you, 
villain, have they ?. 

Sergeant. Yes, madam, we found this 
scoundrel slinking along the road, and as he 
wouldn't. give an account of himself we 
arrested him on suspicion. Holy Virgin, isn't 
he strong and didn't he struggle? While we ° 
"were securing him these candlesticks fell out of 
his pockets. [PERSOME seizes them, goes to table, 
and brushes them with her apron lovingly.) I 
remembered the candlesticks of Monseigneur 
the Bishop, so we orought him here that you 
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might identify them, and: then we'll lock 
him up. 
[ The Bishop and the Convict have been looking 
at each other—the Convict with dogged defiance. } 
Bishop. But, but I don’t understand, this 
gentleman is my very good friend. 
. Sergeant. Your /riend, Monseigneur ! ! 
Holy Virgin! Well!!! : 
Bishop. Yes, my friend, he did me the 
honour to sup with me to-night, and I—I have 
given him the candlesticks. 
Sergeant (incredulously). You gave him—hin 
your candlesticks ? Holy Virgin ! 
Bishop (severely). — Remember, my son, that 
she is holy. 
Sergeant (saluting). Pardon, Monseigneur. 
Bishop. Апа now I think you may let your 
prisoner go. 
Sergeant. But he won’t show me his papers, 
he won’t tell me who he is. 
Bishop. I have told you he is my friend. 
Sergeant. Ycs, that’s all very well, but— 
Bishop. Ис is your Bishop's friend ;-surcly 
that is cnough. : 
Sergeant. Wcll, but— 
Bishop. Surely १ 


[3 pause. ‘The SERGEANT and the BisHor 
look at cach other. j 
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Sergeant. I—I—Humph! (To his men.) 
Loose the prisoner. (They do so.) Right about 
turn quick march ! 

[ Exit SERGEANT and GENDARNES. A long 
pause.] _ 

Convict (very slowly, as if in a dream). You 
told them you had given me the candlesticks— 
given me them. : By God ! 

` Persome (shaking her fist at him and hugging 
the candlesticks to her breast). Oh, you scoundrel, 
you pitiful scoundrel, you come here, and arc 
fed, and warmed, and—and you thieve ; steal 
from your benefactor. Oh, you blackguard. 

Bishop. Persome, you are overwrought. 

_Go to your room. 

Persome. What, and leave you with him 
to be cheated again, perhaps murdered ? No, 
I will not. 

Bishop (with slight severity). ^ Persomc, leave 
us, I wish it. 

[ She looks he:d at him, then turns towards 
lier door. ] ; 

Persome. Well, if I must go, at least Ill 
take the candlesticks with mc. | 

Bishop (more severely). Persomc, place the 
candlesticks on that table and leave us. 

Persome (defiantly). I will not ! 
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Bishop (loudly and with great severity). I, 
your Bishop, command it. 
[ Persome does so with great reluctance and 
exits R. ] 
Convict (shamefacedly). Monseigneur, I’m 
glad I didn’t get away with them ; curse me, 


‘Tam. I’m glad. 


Bishop. Now won’t you sleep here ? See, 
your bed is ready. 


Convict. No! (Looking at the candlesticks.) 
‘No ! no ! I daren’t, I daren’t. Besides, I must go 


on, I must get to Paris, it is big, and I—I can 
be lost there. They won't find me there. And 
I must travel at night. Do you understand ? 

Bishop. I see—you must travel by night. 

Convict. I—I—didn't believe there was any 
good in the world ; one doesn’t when one has 
been in Hell, but somchow I—I—know you're 
good, and—and it's a queer thing to ask, but— 
could you, would you bless me before I go ? 
I—I think it would help me. I— — 

[ Hangs his head very shamefacedly. ] 
[ Bisuop makes sign of thc Gross and murmurs 

blessing. ] 

Convict (tries to speak but a ob almost chokes 
him). Good night. 


[ He hurries towards the door. ] 
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Bishop. Stay, my son, you have forgotten 
your property (giving him.the candlesticks) 

Convict. You mean me—you want me to 
take them ? 

Bishop. Please, they may help you. (The 

Convict -takes the candlesticks in abselule amaze- 

ment.) And, my son, there is a path through 
the woods at the back of this cottage which 
leads to Paris, it is a very lonely path and I have 
noticed that my good friends the gendarmes do 
not like loncly paths at night. It is curious.. 

Convict. Ah, thanks, thanks, Monscigneur, 
I—I—(He sobs). Ah, I’m a fool, a child to 
cry, but somehow you have made me fecl that— 
that it is just as if something had come into me 
—as if I were a man again and not a wild beast 


[ The door at back is open, and the Convict 
is standing in it. ] 

Bishop (putting his hand on his shoulder) 
Always remember, my son, that this poor body 
is the Temple of the Living God. 

: Convict (with great awe). The Temple of 
the Living God. ГЇЇ remember. 
[ Exit. L. C. ] 
[ The Bisrror closes the door and goes quietly 
to the pric-dieu in the window R., he sinks ой his 
knces, and bows his head in prayer. | 
SLOW CURTAIN 


— Norman McKinnel 
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[Itis six o'clock of a November evening, in 
Kerru Darrant’s study. A large, dark-curtained 
room where the light froma single reading-lamp 
falling on Turkey carpet, on books beside a large 
arm-chair, on the deep blue-and-gold coffee service, 
makes a sort of oasis before a log бге. In red 
Turkish slippers and an old brown velvet coat, 

` Kerra DARRANT sits asleep. He has a dark, 
clean-cut, clean-shaven face, dark grizzling hair, 
dark twisting eyebrows. Е 

The curtained door away out in the dim part 
of the room behind him is opened so softly that he 
does not wake. LARRY DARRANT enters and stands 
half lost in the curtain over the door. A thin 
figure, with a worn, high checkboned face, deep- 
sunk blue cyes and wavy hair all ruffled—a face 
which still has a certain beauty. He moves inwards 
along the wall, stands still again and utters a 
gasping sigh. Kerru stirs in the chair. ] 

Keith. Who's there ? 
| Larry (in a stifled voice). Only I— Larry: 
i Keith (half-walked). Come in! I was 
asleep. | 
[ He docs not turn his head, staring sleepily at | 
the fire. The sound of LARRY’s breathing can һе. 
heard. ] 
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(Turning his head a little.) Well, Larry, what 
is it ? 

[ LARRY comes skirting along. the wall, as if 
craving its support, outside the radius of the light. ] 

(Staring.) Are you ill ? 

[ Larry stands still again and heaves a deep 
sigh. ] 

Keith (rising, with his back to the fire, and 
staring at his brother)... What is it, man? (Then 
with a brutality born of nerves suddenly ruffled.). 
Have you committed a murder that you stand 
there like a fish ? 

Larry (in a whisper) Yes, Keith 

Keith (with vigorous disgust). By Jove! 
Drunk again! (Jn a voice changed by sudden 
apprehension.) What do you mean by coming 
here in this state? І told you—If you 
weren't my brother—! Come here, where I 
can sec you! What's the matter with you, 
Larry ? 


[With a lurch Larry leaves the shelter of 
the wall and sinks into a chair in the circle of 
light. ] 


Larry. It's true. 

[ KerrH steps quickly forward and stares down 
into his brother's сусѕ, where is a horrified wonder, 
as if they would never again get on terms: with his 
face. ] : 
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Keith (angry, bewildered—in a low voice). 
What in God's name is this nonsense ? 

[ He goes quickly over to the door and draws 
the curtain aside, to sec that it is shut, then comes 
back to Larry, who is huddling over the fire. ] 

Come, Larry ! Pull yourself together and 
drop exaggeration! What on earth do you 
mean ? ; 

Larry (in a shrill outburst). It’s true, I tell 
you ; Гуе killed a man. 

Keith (bracing himself; coldly). Be quiet! 

[ LARRY lifts his hands and wrings them. ] 

(Utterly taken aback). Why come here and 
tell me this ? 

Larry. Whom should I tell, Keith ? I came 
to ask what I'm to do—give myself up, or 
what ? 

Keith, When—when—what——? 

Larry. Last night. : 

Keith. Good God ! How ? Where ? You'd 
better tell me quietly from the beginning. Here, 
drink this coffee ; it'll clear your head. 

[ He pours out and hands him a cup of coffee, 
Larry drinks it off. ] 

Larry. My head! Yes! It's like this, 
Keith—there's a girl— 

Keith. Women! Always women, with 
you ! ` Well? 
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Larry. A Polish girl. She—her father 
died over here when she was sixteen, and left 
her all alone. There was a mongrel living in 
the same house who married her—or pretended 
to. She’s very pretty, Keith. He left her with a 
baby coming. She lost it, and nearly starved. 
Then another fellow took her on, and she lived 
with him two years, till that brute turned up 
again and made her go back to him. He used 
to beat her black and bluc. He'd left her again 
when I met her. She was taking anybody then. 
(He stops, passes his hand over his lips, looks up at 
KEITH, and goes an defianily.) I never meta 
Swectcr woman, or a trucr, that I swear. 
Woman ! She's only twenty now ! When I-went 
to her last night, that devil had found her out 
again. Hecame for mc—a bullying, great, 
hulking brute. Look ! (He touches a dark mark on 
his forehead.) Y took his ugly throat, and when 
I let go—(He stops and his hands drop.) 

Keith. Yes? 

Larry (ina smothered voice). Dead, Keith. 
I never knew till afterwards that she was hang- 
ing on to him—to h-help me. (Again he wrings 
his hands.) 


Keith (in a hard dry voice). What did you 
do then ? 
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We—we sat by it a long time. 
Well ? 
Then I carried it on my back down 


_ the street, round a corner, to an archway. 


How far ? 

About fifty yards. 

Was—did anyone sec ? 

No. 

What time ? 

Three in the morning. 

And then ? 

Went back to her. 

Why—in heaven’s name ? 

She was lonely and afraid. So was 


Where is this place ? 

Forty-two Borrow Square, Soho. 
And the archway ? 

Corner of Glove Lanc. 

Good God! Why, I saw it in the 


paper this morning. They were talking of it in 
the Courts! (He snatches the evening paper from 
his armchair, and runs it over and reads.) Herc it 
isagain. “Body ofa man was found this morn- 
ing under an archway in Glove Lane. From 
marks about the throat grave suspicion of foul 
play are entertained, The body had apparently 
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been robbed." Му God ! (Suddenly he turus.) 
You saw this in the paper and dreamed it. - 
- D’you understand, Larry ?—you dreamed it. 
Larry (wistfully), If only I had, Keith ! 
[KEITH таксе a movement of his hands almost 
like his brother's. ] 
Keith. Did you take anything from the 
body ? 
Larry (drawing an envelope from his pocket). 
This dropped out while we were struggling. 
Keith (snatching it and reading). “Patrick 
Walena"—Was that his name ?—“Simon’s 
Hotel, Farrier Street, London." (Stooping, he 
puts it in the fire.) No!—that makes me—(He 
bends to pluck it out, stays his hand, and stamps it 
suddenly further in with his foot.) What in God’s 
name made you come here and tell me ? Don’t 
you know I’m—I’m within an ace of a Judge- 
ship ? 
Larry (simply). Yes. You must know what 
I ought to do. I didn't mean to kill him, 
Keith. I love the girl—I love her. What shall 
I do ? 
Keith. Love! 
Larry (in a flash). Love !—-That swinish 
brute ! A million creatures die every day, and ` 
not one of them deserves death as he did. 
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But-—but I feel it here. (Touching his heart.) 
Such an awful clutch, Keith. Help me if you 
can, old man. I may be good, but I’ve never 
hurt a fly if I could help it. (He buries his face 
in his hands.) 
Keith, Steady, Larry! Let’s think it out. 
You weren’t seen, you say ? 
Larry. ‘It’s a dark place, and dead hight. 
Keith, When did you leave the girl again ? 
Larry. About seyeu. 
Keith. : Where did you go ? 
Larry. To my rooms. 
Keith. Fitzroy Street ? 
Larry. Yes. 
Keith. What you hive donc since ? 
Larry. . Sat there—thinking. 
Keith. Not been out ? 
Larry. No. 
Keith. Not seen the girl ? 
[.Larry shakes his head. ] 
Will she give you away ?- 
‚Татту. Never. . | 
Keith. Or herself—hysteria ? 
Larry. No.. 
. Keith. Who knows of your relations with 
her ? 
Larry. No one. 
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Keith. No one? 

Larry. I don’t know who should, Keith. 

Keith. Did anyone see you go in last night, 
when you first went to her 

Larry. No. She lives on the ground floor 
I've got keys 

Keith. Give them to me 

[ LARRY takes two keys from his pocket and 

hands them to his brother. ] S 

Larry (rising). I can't be cut off from her! 

Keith. What ! A girl like that ? 

Larry (шиг a flash) Yes, a girl like that. 

Keith (moving his haud to put down all emo- 
tion) What else have you that connects you 
with her ? 

Larry. Nothing. 

Keith. In your rooms? (LARRY shakes his 
head.) Photographs ? Letters ? 

Larry. No. 

Keith. биге? 

Larry. Nothing. 


Keith. No one saw you going back to her ? 
[ Larry shakes his head. ] 


Nor leave in the morning? You can't be 
certain. 
Larry. I am. 
Keith. You were fortunate. Sit down 
again, man. I must think. 
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[ He turns to the fire and leans his elbows on 
the mantelpiece and his head on his hands. Larry 
sits down again obediently. ] 

Keith. It’s all too unlikely. It's mons- 
trous ! 

Larry (sighing in out). Yes 

Keith. This Walenn—was it his first re- 
appearance after an absence ? Fis- mere “ЄЛ 

Larry. Yes тее 

Keith. How'did he find out where she was ? 

Larry. I don’t know. 

Keith (brutally). How drunk were you ? 

Larry. I was not drunk. 

Keith. How much had you drunk, then ? 

Larry. & little clarct—nothing ! 

Keith. You say you didn't mean to kill him. 

Larry. God knows. 

Keith. That’s something. 

Larry. He hit me. (He holds up his hands.) - 
I didn't know I was so strong. 
. Keith. She was hanging on to him, you 
say ?—That's ugly. 

Larry. She was scared for me. 

Keith. D'you mean she—loves you ? 

Larry (simply). Yes, Keith. 

Keith (brutally). Can a woman like that love ? 

Larry ( flashing ош). Ву God, you are a 
Stony ДЕ), BAVIA Oaa Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


е 


e 


68 TNE FIRST AND TIIE LAST 


Keith (dryly). I’m trying to get at truth. Н 
you want me to help, I must know everything 
What makcs you think she's fond of you ? 

‘Larry (with a crazy laugh). Oh, you lawyer ! 
Were you.never in a woman's arms ?. 

Keith, I'm talking of love 

‚ Larry (fiercely). So am І. -I tell you she's 
devoted. Did you .cver pick up -a lost dog? 


` Well, she has the lost dog's love for me. And 
. Гог her; we picked each other up. I’ve never 


felt for another woman what I feel for her— 
she's been the saving of me ! 

‘Keith (with a shrug). What made you choose 
that archway ? 

Larry. It was the first dark place. 

Keith. Did his face look as if He’d heen 
strangled ? 

Larry. Don’t! 

Keith. Did it ! 


[ Larry hows his head. ] 


. Very. disfigured ? 
Larry. Yes. | 
Keith. Did you look tosecif his clothes 
were marked ? 
Larry. No. 
Keith. Why not ? 
Larry (in an outburst). I’m not made of 
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iron, like you.. Why not ?: If you had done 
1t—! 

Keith (holding up his hand). You say he was 
disfigured. Would he be recognisable ? 

Larry (wearily). I don't know. 

Keith. When she lived ‘with him last— 
where was that ? 

Larry. In Pimlico, I think. 

Keith. Not Soho ? 


г Larry. shakes his head ] 


How long has she been at this Soho place ? 
Larry. Nearly a year 
Keith.. Living this life ? ° 
Larry. Till she met me ЕЕ. 
Keith. : Tillshe met you’? And you bc- 
licve—? i . 
Larry (starting up): Keith! 
Keith (again raising ^ his. hand). Always in 


. the same rooms ? 


Larry (subsiding). Yes A 
Keith. . What was le ? A professional bully 7 . 


{ Larry nods. 1 


Spending most of his time abroad, I suppose. | 

Larry. I think so. ; | 

Keith. Сап you say if he was known to the | 
police ? : ; Бе. 
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Larry. I’ve never heard. 

[ Катн turns away and walks up and down ; 
then, stopping at LARRY's chair he speaks. ] 

Keith. Now listen, Larry. When you lcave 
here, go straight home, and stay there till I 
give you leave to go out again. Promise. 

Larry. I promise. 

Keith. Is your promise worth anything ? 

Larry (with one of his flashes). “Unstable as 
water, he shall not excel !” : 

Keith. Exactly. But if I'm to help you, 
you must do as Isay. I must have time to 
think this out. Have you got money ? 

Larry. Very little. 

Keith (grimly). Half-quarter day—yes, your 
quarter’s always spent by then. If you're to 
get away—never mind I can manage the 
money. 

Larry (humbly).- You're very good, Keith; 
you've always been very good to me—I don't 
know why. 

Keith (sardonically) Privilege of a brother. 
As'it happens, I'm thinking of myself and our 
family. You can’t indulge yourself in killing 
without bringing ruin. My God! I suppose 
you realise that you've made me an accessory 
after the fac(—me, King's Counsel—sworn to 


™ 


CC-0. Mumukshu Bhawan Varanasi Collection. Digitized by eGangotri 


* 
THE FIRST AND THE LAST 71 


the service of the Law, who, in a year or two 
will have the trying of cases liké your! By 
heaven, Larry, you’ve surpassed yourself ! 

Larry (bringing out alittle box). Td better 
have done with it. 

Keith. You fool ! Give.that to me. 

Larry (with a strange smile). No. (He holds 
up a tabloid between finger and thumb.) White 
magic, Keith! Just one—and they may do 
what they like to you, and you won't know 
it. Snap your fingers at all the tortures 
It’s a great comfort! Have one to keep by 
you ? 

Keith. Come, Larry ! hand it over 

Larry. (replacing the box). Not quite ! you've 
never killed a man, you see. (He gives that crazy 
laugh.) D’you remember that hammer when 
we were boys and you riled mc, up in the long 
room? I had luck then. I.had luck in Naples 
once. I nearly killed a driver for beating his 
poor brute of a horse. But now—! My God ! 
(He covers his face.) : 

[ Kerru touched, goes up and lays а hand on 

his shoulder. ] i 

Keith. Come Larry ! Courage ! 

[ Larry looks up at him. ] 

Larry. Allright, Keith ; Pll try 


2 “Ж 
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Keith. Don'tgoout. Don'tdrink. Don't 
talk. Pull yourself together ! 
Larry. (moving towards the door). Don't keep 
me longer than you can hélp, Keith. 
Keith, No, no. Courage! ; 
[ Larry reaches the door, turns asif to say 
something—finds no words, and goes. ] 


(To the fire.) Courage! My God! 1 shall 
need it 
THE CURTAIN FALLS. 


SCENE 1I 


[ About eleven o'clock the following night in 
WANDA’ room on the ground-floor in Soho. In the 
light from one close-shaded electric bulb the room 
is but dimly visible. A dying fire burns on the left 
A curtained window in the centre of the hack wall 
A door on the right. ‘The furniture is plush-covered 
and commonplace, with a kind of shabby smartness. 
A couch, without back or arms, stands aslant, bet- 
ween window and fire 

On this WaNDa is sitting, her knees drawn up 
under her, staring at the embers. She lias on only 
her nightgown and a wrapper over it ; her bare [cet 
are thrust into slippers. Her hands are crossed and ` 
pressed over her breast, She starts and looks up’ 
listening. Her eyes are candid and startled, her 
face alabaster pale, and her pale brown hair, short. 
and square-cut, curls towards her bare neck. The 
startled clark eyes and the faint rose of her lips are 
like colour-staining on a white mask. i 
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Footsteps as of a. policeman, very measured, 
pass on the pavement outside, and dic away. She 
gets up and steals to the window, draws onc cur- 
tain aside so that a chink of the night is seen. She 
opens the curtajn wider, till the shape ofa bare, . 
witch-like tree becomes visible in the open space of 
the little Square on the far side of the road. The 
footsteps are heard once more coming nearer, 
WANDA closes the curtains and cranes back. They 
pass and die again. She moves away and stands 
looking down at the floor between door and couch, 
as though seeing something there ; shudders ; covers 
her eyes ; goes back to the couch and sits down 
again just as before; to stare at the embers. ‘Again 

‘she is startled by noise of the outer door being 
opened. She springs up, runs and turns out the 
light by a switch close to the door. By the dim 
slimmer of the fire she can just be seen standing by 
the dark window-curtains, listening. 


There comes the sound of subdued knocking 
оп her door. She stands in .breathless terror. 
The knocking is repeated. The sound of a .: 
latehkey in the door is heard. Her terror leaves her. 
The door opens;a man cntcr in a dark, fur 
overcoat. ] 


Wanda (in a voice of breathless relief, with a 
rather foreign accent). Oh ! it’s you, Larry ! Why 


did you knock ? I was so frightened. Come in ! 
- (She crosses quickly, and flings her arms round 


his neck.) (Recoiling—in a terror-stricken whisper-) 
Oh ! Who is it 
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Keith (in a smothered voice). -A friend of 
Larry’s. Don’t be frightened 
[She has recoiled again to the window ; and 
when he finds the switch and turns the light up, 
she is seen standing there holding her dark wrapper 
up to her throat, so that her face has an uncanny 
look of being detached from the body. ] 

(Genily) You needn’t be afraid, I haven’t 
come to. do you harm—quite the contrary. 
(Holding up the keys.) Larry wouldn't havegiven 
me these, would he, if he hadn't trusted me ? 

[ WANDA does not move, staring like a spirit 
startled out of the flesh. ] 

(After looking round him.) I’m sorry to have 
startled you 

Wanda (in a whisper). Who arc you please? 

Keith. Larry's brother 

[ WANDA, with a sigh of utter relief, steals for- 
ward to the couch and sinks down. Kerru goes up 
to her. ] 

He's told me. . 

Wanda (clasping her hands round her knees) 


Yes? 


Keith. An awful business ! 

Wanda. Yes; oh, yes! Awful—it is awful. 

Keith (staring round him again). In this 
room ? 

Wanda. Just where you are standing. 1 
see him now, always falling 
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Keith (moved by the gentle despair in her voice). 
You look very young. What's your name ? 

Wanda. Wanda. 

Keith. Are you fond of Larry ? 

Wanda. I would die for him! 

[ A moment’s silence. ] 

Keith. I—I'vc come to see what you can 
do to save him. 

Wanda (wistfully). You would not deceive 
me, you are really his brother ? 

Keith. I swear it. 

Wanda (clasping her hands). If Y can save 
him ! Won't you sit down ? 

Keith (drawing up a chair and sitting). This 
man, your—your husband, before he came here 
thc night before last—how long since you saw 
him ? . 

Wanda. Lighteen month 

Keith. Does anyone about here know you 
are his wife ? 

Wanda. No. I came here to live a bad 
life. Nobody know me. I am quite alone. 

Keith. They’ve discovered who he was— 
you know that ? 

Wanda. No;I have not dared to go out 

Keith. Well; they have ; and they'll look 
for anyone connected with him, of course. 
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Wanda. He never let people think 1 was 


. married to him. I.don't know if I was-—really 
We went to an office and signed our names; 


but he was a wicked man. He treated many, 
 lthink, like me. 
Keith, . Did my brother ever see him before ? 
` Wanda. Never! And that man first went 
for him. ' 


Keith. .. Yes. I saw the mark. Have you a 
servant? 


Wanda. No. А woman come at nine in the 
morning for an hour 
.. Keith. . Does she know Larry ? 

Wanda. No. He is always gonc. 

Keith. Friends—acquaintances ? 

Wanda, No;I am verrec quiet. Since I 


-know your brother, I see no onc, sare. 


Keith (sharply). Do-you mean that? 


. .Wanda. Oh, yes! I love -him. Nobody 
come here but him for a long time now. ` 


Keith, How long? 
: Wanda. Five month. 


"Keith, So you have not been out since—? 


[ WANDA shakes her head 


What have you been doing 
Wanda (simply). Crying. (Pressing her hands 
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to her breast.) He isin danger because of mc. 
I am so afraid for him. 


Keith (checking her emotion) Look at me. 
[ She looks at him. | 


If the worst comes, and this man -is traced 
to you, can you trust yourself not to give Larry 
away ? 

Wanda (rising and pointing lo“ the fre). 
Look ! І havc burned all the things he had - 
given me—even his picture. Now I have 
notling from him. 

Keith (who kas risen too). Good! One. 
more question. Do the police know you— 


because—of your life ? 
( She looks at him intently, and shakes her head. ] 
You know where Larry lives ? 
Wanda. Yes. 
Keith. You mustn’t go there, and he 
mustn’t come to you. 
[ She bows her head; then suddenly comes 


close ६0 him. | 
Wanda. “Please do not take him from me 


altogether. I will be so careful. Iwill посао _ | 


anything to hurt him. But if I cannot sce him : 
sometimes, I shall dic. Please do not take him = | 


from mc. 2 
[She catches his hand and presses it des- | 
perately between her own. ] Pe 
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Keith. Leave that to me. I'm going to 
do all I can. 
Wanda (looking up into his face). But you will 
be kind ? > 
[Suddenly she bends and kisses his hand. 
Kerra draws his hand away, and she recoils a little 
humbly, looking up at him again. Suddenly she 
stands rigid, listening. ] 
(n.a whisper.) Listen ! Someone—out there! 
[ She darts past him and turns out the light. 
There is a knock on the door. They are now close 
together between door and window. ] 


(Whispering.) Oh! Who isit? 
Keith (under his breath). You said no one 
comes but Larry. , 
Wanda. Yes, and you have his keys. Oh! 
ifitis Larry ! I must open ! 
[ Kerru shrinks back against the wall. WANDA 
goes to the door. ] 
(Opening the door an inch.) Yes ? Please? Who? 
[A thin streak of light from a bulPs-eyc 
lantern outside plays over the wall. A policeman's 
voice says: “All right, Miss. Your outer door's 
open. You ought to keep it shut after dark, you 
_ know."] 
Wanda, Thank you, sir, 
| [ The sound of retreating footsteps, of the outer 
door closing. Wanna shuts the door. ] 
A policeman ! 


Keith (moving from the wall). Curse! I must 
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have left that. door.. (Suddenly—turning up ihe 
light.) You told me they didn't know you. 

Wanda (sighing). І did not think they did, 
sir. It is so long I wasnot out in the town; 
riot since I had Larry. 


[ Kerr gives her an intent look, then crosses 
to the fire. He stands there а moment, looking 
down, then turns to the girl, who has crept back to 
the couch.] 


Keith (half to himself). After your life, who 
can belicve—? Look here! You drifted to- 
gether and you'll drift apart, you know. Better 
for him to get away and make a clean cut 
of it, 

Wanda (uttering a little moaning sound). Oh, 
sir ! May I not love, because I have been bad ? 
I was only sixteen when that man spoiled me. 
If you knew— 

Keith. I’m thinking of Larry. With you, 
his danger is much greater. There’s a good 
chance as things are going. You may wreck it. 
And for what? Just a few months more of— 
well—you know. 

Wanda (standing:at the head of the couch and 
touching her eyes with her hands). Oh, sir ! Look ! 
It is true. He is my life. Don’t take him away 


from me. 
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"Keith (moved and restless). You must know 
what Larry is. He'll never stick to you. 

Wanda (simply). He will, sir. 

Keith (energetically). The last man on carth 
to stick to anything! . But for the sake of a 
whim he'll risk his lifc and the honour of all 
his family. I know him. 

Wanda. No, no, you do not. It is Z who 
know him.. 

Keith. Now, now! At any moment they 
may find out your connection with that man 
So long as Larry gocs on with you, he's tied to 
this murder, don't you see ? 

Wanda (coming close іо him). But he Jove 
me, Oh, sir! hc love me! 

Keith. Larry has loved dozens,of women 

Wanda Yes, but—(Her face quivers) 

Keith (brusquely). Don't cry! If I give 
you money, will you disappear, for his 
sake ? : ' | 
“~ Wanda (with a moan). It will be in the 
water, then. There will be no cruel men 
there. 


Keith. Ah! First Larry, then you !.Соте 

now.. It's better for you both. А few months, 

and you'll fórget you ever met. 
Wanda (looking wildly йр). Y will go if 
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Larry say I must. But not to live. No! 
(Simply) I could not, sir 
[ Kerra, moved, is silent. ] 

I could not live without Larry. What is left 
for a girl like mc— when she once love? It is 
finish 

Keith. I don't want you to go back to 
that lifc. 

Wanda. No; уон do not care what I 00. 
Why should you ? I tell you I will go if Larry 
say I must. 

Keith. That's not cnough. You know 
that. You must take it out of his hands. He 
will never give up his present for the sake of 
his future. If you're as fond of him as you say; 
you'll help to save him. 

Wanda (below her breath). Yes! Oh, yes! 
But do not keep him long from те—1 beg! 
(She sinks to the floor and clasps his knees-) 

Keith. Well, well ! Get up 

[ There is a tap on the window-pane. 

Listen ! : 

[ A faint, peculiar whistle. ] 


Wanda (springimg up). Larry! Oh, thank 


God! 


[She runs tothe door, opens it, and goes out 
to bring him in. Кин stands waiting, facing the 
open doorway. ] 
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[ LARRY entering with WANDA just behind 
him. ] 
Larry. Keith ! 


Keith (grimly). So much for your promise 
not to go out! 
Larry. I've been waiting in for you all 
day.. I couldn't stand it any longer. 
Keith, Exactly ! i 
Larry. Well, what's the sentence, brother ? 
‘Transportation for life and then to be fined 
forty pounds’ ? 
Keith.. So you can joke, can you ? 
Larry. Must. 
Keith. A boat leaves for the Argentine the 
day after to-morrow : you must go by it. 
Larry ( putting his arms round WANDA, who 
is Standing motionless with her eyes fixed on him). 
Together, Keith ? 
Keith. You can’t go together. शा send 
her by the next boat, 
Larry. Swear? 
Keith. Yes. You're lucky—they're on a 
false scent. 
Larry. What! 
Keith. You haven't seen it ? 
Larry. I’ve seen nothing, not even a paper. 
Keith. They’ve taken up a vagabond who 
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robbed the body. Не pawned a snake-shaped. 
ring, and they identified this Walenn by it. 
I've been down and seen him charged myself. 
Larry. With murder ? 
` Wanda (faintly). Larry! 

Keith. He's in no danger. They always 
get the wrong man first. ІРЦ do him no harm 
to be locked up a bit—hyena like that. Better 
in prison, anyway, than sleeping out under 
archways in this weather. 

Larry. What was he like, Keith ? 

Keith. A little yellow, ragged, lame, un- 
shaven scarecrow of a chap. They were fools 
to think he could have had.the strength. 

Larry. What! (In an awed voice.) Why, 
Isaw him—after I left you last night. 

Keith. You? Where? 

Larry. By the archway. 

Keith. You went back there ? 

Larry. It draws you, Keith. 

Keith. You’re mad, I think. 

Larry. I talked to him, and he said, 
“Thank you for this little chat. It's worth more 
than money when you're down." Little gray 
man like a shaggy animal. Anda newspaper 
boy came up and said : “That’s right, guv'nor's! 
*Ere’s where they found the body—very spot. 
They ’yn’t got'im yet.” 
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[He laughs; and the “terrified girl presses 
herself against him. ] 


An innocent man ! 

Keith. Hesin no danger, І tell you. He | 
could never have strangled—why, he hadn’t 
the strength of a kitten. Now, Larry ! Ull take 
your berth ‘to-morrow. Here's money. (He 
brings out a pile of notes and puts them on the 
couch.) You can make a new life out of it there 
together presently, in the sun. 

Larry (in a whisper). In the sun! “А cup of 
wine and thou. "(Suddenly.) How can Y, Keith ? 
I must see how it goes with that poor devil. 

Keith. Bosh! Dismiss it from your mind ; 
there's not nearly enough evidence. 

Larry. Not? 

Keith. No. You've got your ' chance. 
Take it like a man. 

Larry (with а strange smile—to the girl). 
Shall we, Wanda ? 

Wanda. Oh, Larry! 

Larry (picking the notes up from the couch). 
Take them back, Keith. 

Keith. What! I tell you no jury would 
convict ; and if they did, no judge would hang. 
A ghoul who can rob a dead body, ought to be 
in prison. He did worse than you. 
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Larry. It won't do, Keith. I must see it out. 
. Keith. Don’t be a fool ! 

Larry. I’ve still got some kind of honour. 
If I clear out before I know, I shall have none 
—nor peace. Take them, Keith, or I'll put 
them in the fire. 

Keith (taking back the notes; bitterly). I 
suppose I may ask you not to be entirely obli- 
vious of our name.. Or is that unworthy of 
your honour ? eei 

Larry (hanging his head). I’m awfully sorry, 
Keith ; awfully sorry, old man. 

Keith (sternly). You owe it to me—to our 
name—to our dead mother—to do nothing 
anyway till we see what happens 

Larry. I know. ГН-до nothing without 
you, Keith 

Keith (taking up his hat). Can I trust you ? 
(He stares hard at his brother) 

Larry. You can trust me. 

Keith. Swear? 

Larry. Iswear. 

Keith. Remember, nothing ! Good night! 

Larry. Good night ! 


[ Kerth goes. ] 
[ Larry sits down on the couch and stares at 
the fire. The girl steals up and slips her arms . 
about him. ] : 
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Larry. An innocent man! 

Wanda. Oh, Larry! But so are you. 
What did we want—to kill that man ? Never ! : 
Oh! kiss me! 


[ Larry turns his face. She kisses his lips. ] 

I have suffered so—not seein’ you. Don’t 
leave me again—don't! Stay here. Isn't it 
good to be together? —Oh! Poor Larry! 
How tired you look! —Stay with me. I am 
so frightened all alone. So frightened they will 
take you from me. 

Larry. Poor child ! 

Wanda. No, no! Don’t look like that! 

Larry. You’re shivering. 

Wanda. I will make up the fire. Love me, 
Larry! I want to forget. 

Larry. The poorest little wretch on God’s 
carth—locked up—for me! A little wild 
animal, locked up. There he goes, up and 
down, up and down—in his cage—don't you 
see him ?—looking for a place to gnaw his way 

` through—little grey rat. 
[ Не gets up and roams about. ] 

Wanda. No, по! I can't bearit! Don’t 
frighten me more ! 

[ He comes back and takes her in his аги. ] 

Larry. There, there ! 


{Не kisses her closed eyes. ] 
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Wanda (without moving). If we could sleep 
a little—wouldn’t it be nicec १ 

Larry. Sleep? 

Wanda (raising herself) ^ Promise to stay 
with me—to stay here for good, Larry. I will 
cook for you ; I will make you so comfortable.: 
They will find him innocent. And then—Oh, 
Larry ! in the sun—right away—far from this: 
horrible country. How lovely ! (Trying to get 
him to look at her.) Larry! . . 

Larry (with a movement to free himself) 
the edge of the world—and—over ! 

Wanda. No, no! No, no! You don’t want 
me to die, Larry, do you! І shall if you leave 
me. Let us be happy! Love me! 

Larry (with a laugh). Ah! Let’s be happy 
and shut out the sight of him. Who cares? 
Millions suffer for no mortal reason. Let's be 
strong, like Keith. No! I won't leave you, 
Wanda. Let’s forget everything except our- 
selves.  (Suddenly.) There he goes—up and 
down ! ; 

Wanda (moaning). No, no! See! Iwill 
pray to the Virgin. She will pity us! 

[ She falls on her knees and clasps her hands 
praying. Herlips move. LARRY stands motionless 
with arms crossed, and оп his face are yearning 

сс-оай&-но Кел Joys and, despair д, Digitized by eGangotri. - 
: Ж. 


88 THE FIRST AND THE LAST 


Larry (whispering). Pray for us! Bravo! 
Pray away! 

[ Suddenly Ше girl stretches out her arins and 
lifts her face with a look of ecstasy. ] 

What ? 

Wanda. She is smiling ! We shall be 
happy soon. 

Larry (bending down over her). Poor child! 
When we die, Wanda, let us go together. We 
should keep each other warm out in the dark. 

‘Wanda (raising her hands to his face). Yes! 
oh, yes! If you die I could not—I could not go 
on living ! 

THE CURTAIN FALLS 
E | SCENE iH 
f Two Months Later 
{ [ WaNba's room. Daylight is just beginning 
to fail of a January afternoon. ‘The table is laid 
for supper, with decanters of wine. ] 
[WANDA is standing at the window looking out 
“al the wintry trees of the Square beyond tlic pave- 
ment. А newspaper Boy’s voice is heard coming 
nearer. ] 

Voice. Pyper! Glove Lyne murder! Trial 
and verdict (Receding) Verdict ! Pyper ! 

[ WANDA throws up the window as if to call to 
hiin, checks herseif, closes it and runs.to the door. 


She opens it, but recoils into the room. NEITH is © 
standing there. He comes in. ] 
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Keith. Where's Larry ? E OH 
Wanda. He went to the trial. ‘I could not 


keep him from it. The trial—Oh ! what has { | 


happened, sir ? 
Keith (savagely). Guilty ! Sentence of death! 
Fools !i—idiots! . 
Wanda. Of death! (For a moment she seems ' 
about to swoon.) 
. Keith. Girl 1 girl! Itmay: all depend on 
you. Larry's still living here ? : 
‚ Wanda. Yes 
Keith. I must wait for him. 
Wanda. - Will you sit down, please ? 


Keith (shaking his head). Are you ready to. 
go away at any time ! Ho 
Wanda. Yes, yes ; always Lam ready: соз 
Keith. And he? а на 
Wanda. Yes—but now ! What will he do? 
"That poor man ! PT 
_ Keith. A graveyard thief—a ghoul! ... . 
Wanda. Perhaps he was hungry. I. haye 


been hungry ; you do things then that you ~~ 
would not. Larry has thought of him in prison ~ - 
so much all these weeks, Oh! what shall we . ud 
do now ? Pura 

Keith. Listen! Help me. Don'tletLarry . ` | 
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out of your sight. I mustsee how things go. 
They'll never hang this wretch 
i [ He grips her arms. ] 
Now, we must stop Larry from giving him- 
self up. He's fool enough. D'you understand ? 
Wanda. Yes. But why has he not comc in ? 


- Oh! | If he have, already ! 


` . Keith (letting go her arms). My God! If 


. thc police come—find me here—(He moves to the 


door.) No, he wouldn’t—without seeing you 
first: He’s sure to come. Watch him like a 
lynx. Don’t let him go without you. 

Wanda (clasping her hands on her breast). I 


` will try, sir. 


Keith. Listen. 
pe eon [ A key is heard in the lock. ] 
It’s he! 

[ Larry enters. He is holding a great bunch 
of pink lilies and white narcissus. His face tells 
nothing. KEITH looks from him to the girl, who 
stands motionless. | - 


Larry. Keith! So you've seen ? 

Keith. The thing can’t stand. [ГЇЇ stop it 
somehow. But you must give me time, Larry. 

Larry (calmly). Still looking after your 
honour, Keith ? 
Keith (grimly), Think my reasons what you 
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Wanda (softly). Larry ! 

. [Larry puts his arm round her. ] 

Larry. Sorry, old man : 

Keith. This man can and shall get off. I 
want your solemn promise that you won’t give 
yourself up, nor even go out till I’ve seen you 
again 

Larry. I give it 

Keith (looking from one to the other). By the 
memory of our mother, swear that. 

Larry (with a smile). 1 swear. 

Keith. I have your oath—both of you— 
both of you. I’m going at once to see what 
can be done. S 

Larry (softly). Good luck, brother. 

[ KEITH goes out. ] 

Wanda ( putting her hand on LABRY’S breast). 
What does it mean ? 

Larry. . Suppose, child—I’ve had nothing | 
all day. Put these lilies in water. 

[ She takes the lilies and obediently puts them 
into а vase. LARRY pours wine into а deep-coloured 
glass and drinks it off.] 

We've had a good time, Wanda. Best time 
I ever had, these last two months ; and nothing 
but the bill to pay | 


Wanda (clasping him. desperately). Oh, Larry! | 
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Larry (holding away to look at her). Take off 
- those things and put on a bridal garment. 
Wanda, Promise me—wherever you go, I 
go toc, Promise! Larry, you think I haven't 
seen, all these weeks. But I have seen every- 
thing ; all in your heart, always. You cannot 
hide from me. I knew—I knew! Oh, if we 
might go away into the sun! Oh, Larry— 


- couldn't we? (Ske searches his eyes with her— 


then shuddering.) Well! Ifit must be dark—i 
don’t care, if I may goin your arms. In prison 
we could not be together. Iam ready. Only 
. love me first. : Don't let me cry before I go. 
Oh ! Larry, will there be much pain ? 

Larry (in a choked voice) No pain, my 
sprett 

Wanda (with a little sigh). It is a pity 

Larry. If you had seen him, as I have, all 


` . <- day, being tortured, . Wanda, we shall be out 
©. of it. (The wine mounting to his head.) We shall 


. ‘be free in the dark; free of their cursed in- 


| ^. humanities. I hate this world—I loathe it! 


.. 1 hate its God-forsaken savagery ; its pride and 
- smugness!: Keith's world—all righteous will- 
;power and success! We're no good here, you 


“sand I—we were cast out at birth— soft, will-less . 
77 —better dead. No fear, Keith! I'm staying - 
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indoors. (He fours wine into two glasses.) Drink 
it up. : х 
Е . [ Obediently WANDA drinks, and he also. ] 
Now go and make yourself beautiful. 
Wanda (seizing him in her arms). Oh, Larry ! 
Larry (touching her face and hair) Hanged 
by the neck until he’s dead—for what I did. 
[ WANDA takes a long look at his face, slips her 


arms from him, and goes out through the curtains 
below the fireplace 


Larry feels in his pocket, brings out the little 
box, opens it, fingers the white tablcids. ] 


Larry. Two each—after food. (He laughs - 
and puts back the box.) Oh, my girl! 
[The sound of a piano playing a faint festive 
tune is heard afar off. He mutters, staring at the 
fire. ] 


Flames—flame, and flicker—ashes. 
* No more, no more, the moon is dead, 
And all the people in it." 

[ He sits on the couch with a piece of paper on 
his knees, adding a few words with a style pen to 
what is already written. 

The. girl, in a silk wrapper, coming back 
through the curtains, watches him. ] 

Larry (looking up). It’s all here—I’ve con- 
fessed. (Reading.) “Please bury us together. 


Laurence Darrant.” 
* January 28th, about six p. m 
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They'll find us in the morning. Come and 
have supper, my dear love. 

[ The girl creeps forward. He rises, puts his 
arm round her, and.with her arm twined round 
him, smiling into each other's faces, thcy go to thc 

' table and sit down 

The curtain falls for a few seconds to indicate 

` the passage of three hours. When it rises again, the 
lovers are lying on the couch, in each other's arms, 
the lilies strewn about them. The girl's bare arm 
is round Larry’s neck. Her eyes are closed ; his are 
open and sightless. There is по light but fire- 
light. 

A knocking on the door and the sound of a 
key turned in the lock. Kerrx enters. He stands 
a moment bewildered by the half-light, then. calls 
sharply : “Larry !" and turns up the light. Seeing 
the forms on the couch, he recoils a moment. Then, 
glancing at the table and empty decanters, goes up 
to the couch. ] 

Keith (muttering). Asleep! Drunk! Ugh! 

[Suddenly he bends, touches- LARRY, and 
springs back. ] 

- What ! (He bends again, shakes him and calls.) 
Larry ! Larry ! 

[ Then, motionless, he stares down at his 
brother's open, sightless cyes. Suddenly he wets his 
finger and holds it to thc girl's lips, then to 
Larry’s. ] 


Larry ! 
[ He bends and listens at their hearts ; catches 
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sight of the little box lying between them and takes 
it up. ] 
My God ! ८ 

[ Then, raising himself. he closes his brothers 
eyes, and ashe doesso, catchessight ofa paper 
pinned to the couch ; detaches it and reads. ] 

“I, Laurence Darrant, about to die by own 
hand confess that I——" 

[He reads on silently, in horror; finishes, 
letting the paper drop, and recoils from the couch 
on to a chair at the dishevelled supper table. 
Aghast, he sits there. Suddenly he mutters. ] 

IfIleave that there—my name—my whole 
future !— 

[ He springs up, takes up the paper again, and 
again reads. ] 

My God! It's ruin! 

[He makes as ifto tear it across, stops, and 
looks down at those two ; covers his eyes with his 
hand ; drops the paper and rushes to the door. But 
he stops there and comes back, magnetised, asit 
were, by that paper. He takes it up once more and 
thrusts it into his pocket. 

The footsteps of a Policeman pass, slow and 
regular, outside. His face crisps and quivers; he 
stands listening till they die away. Then he snatches 
the paper from his pocket, and goes past the foot 
of the couch to the fire. ] 

All my—No ! Let him hang ! 

[ He thrusts the paper into the fire, stamps it 
down with his foot, watches it writhe and blacken. 
Then suddenly clutching his head, he turns to the 
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bodies on the couch. Panting and like a man 
demented, he recoils past the head of the couch, and 
rushing to. the window, draws the curtains and 
throws the window up for air. Out in the darkness 
rises the witch-like skeleton tree, where a dark 
shape seems hanging. Kerri starts back. ] 

‚ What's that ? What Hs 

[He shuts the window and draws the dark 
curtains across it again. ] 

Fool ! Nothing ! 

[Clenching his fists, he draws himself up, 
steadying himself with all his might. Then slowly 
he moves to the door, stands a second like a carved 
figure, his face hard as stone. 

-Deliberately he turns out the light, opens the 
door, and goes. i 

The still bodies lie there before the fire with P 
is licking at the last blackened wafer. ] 

| "THE CURTAIN FALLS. 


— John Galsworthy 
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NOTES 
RANA PRATAP 


This short play is taken from Little Plays from Indian 
History written by E.L. Turnbull. It consists of two 
‘scenes taken from the heroic life of Rana Pratap who was 
the glory of Мехаг апа the ornament of Rajasthan. In 
the whole of Indian history there is no more gallant 
figure than that of Rana Pratap. He fought, almost 
resourceless and single-handed, against the whole might 
of Akbar and Mogul power. Even his fellow Rajputs went 
over to the enemy, and he suffered the severest defeat 
at Haldighat. But his spirit ever remained unconquered. 
Pratap and his family were hunted + from опе mountain 
fastness to another, but they were never captured. For 
over twenty years he carried on a heroic struggle against 
the heaviest odds, but he never thought of bowing his 
head before the insolent Emperor. 


Sita—the devoted wife of Ram who remained loyal 
to him even in her captivity in Lanka. 


Ravana—the ten-headed demon king of Lanka, who 
carried away Sita to Lanka. 


дире еШ mighty Mogul Emperor who ruled at 
Delhi. ў 


Rawat Krishna—one of the noble chiefs of Mewar 
and the most loyal followers of Rana Pratap. 


should have set her free—should lave killed her. 
Salumbar—Rawat Krishna of Salumbar. — - SP 


the Great Sanga—Rana Sangram Singh, the grand- 
father of Rana Pratap. 


getting a cuff from his rough master—receiving 
harsh treatment from his ungentle master. 


shepherds staff—the profession of a shepherd. 
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Rao Sakta—another devoted follower of the Rana. 

middling good—moderately good. 

Bhama Sah—the Chief Minister of the Rana who stood 
by his master through thick and thin. 

my caravan ...... gipsy—my wandering followers are so 
miscrable-looking that they look worse than even 
gipsies. 

хау conflict—my struggle against Akbar. 

а merry crew...... Rana—a merry group of Moguls; all 
drinking wine in the happy thought that the Rana 
had fled to the hills. 

Sesodias—the brave chiefs of Mewar. 

emblem of the sum—the flag of Mewar. 

Shabez Khan—one of the generals of Akbar. 

` he'd barter...... а one—Akbar would give in exchange 
half the number of his generals for such а brave апа 

devoted follower as Bhama Sah. 

Birbal—one of the nine gems at the court of Akbar. Не 
was onc of the wisest men at Akbar's court. 


ABRAHAM LINCOLN 


'This play was written by John Drinkwater in July- 
August 1918. The author prefaced it with “опе or two 
observations"? :— 


“First, my purpose is that not of the historian but 
of the dramatist......Secondly, my purpose is, again, that 
of the dramatist, not that of the political philosopher...... 


My concern is with the profoundly dramatic interest of his 
character, and with the inspiring example of a man who 
handled war nobly and with imagination." 

Abraham Lincoln, sixteenth President of the United 
States of America, is inseparably associated with the Civil 
War, 1861-65. The War originated in the difference of 
attitude towards slavery between the Northern States 
. where slaves were not employed and the Southern States 
where slavery flourished. Lincoln felt, and rightly tco, 


cc Pat ownership of man by man was fundamentally wrong, 
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because the Constitution of the United States declared, 
' “Men are born frec and equal in rights.” Lincoln. 
desired to preserve the Union. He felt that it was an 
offence against the American nationalism to allow the 
Southern States їс “secede” (break away) from the Union 
and from a Confederacy of their own. To preserve that 
unity, Lincoln did not mind committing his country to 
the horrors of the Civil War. 


For four years the War went on. In 1865, Lee was 
defeaied at Gettysburg, and was forced to surrender. 
This selection from the play Abraham Lincoln consists of the 
last two scenes. 


General Grant—Hc was Commander-in-Chief of the 
Northern forces. - 

Meade—General George Meade, who two years before’ 
had defeated Lee at Gettysberg, had been ordered by 
Grant to pursue Lee wherever he went. 

Appomatox—the Appomatox river. On April 9, “Lee 
found himself at Appomatox Court House, some 
seventy miles west of Petersburg, surrounded beyond 
hope of escape.” : = 

my boy goes to schocl—“Grant did not wait to sct 
foot in the capital (Richmond) he had conquered, but 
the main business being over, posted off with all haste 
to sce his son settled in at school.” 

shoo—a kind of sound made by a shepherd while 
scaring sheep. 

April x4—-was Good Friday ; in the evening Lincoln and 
his wife went to the theatre. 

Stanton—was an cminent lawyer, very critical of the 
conduct of the war. : А 
very amusing—the play was Tom Taylor's Ош 
slmcrican Cousin, which had been produced in New 

York iu 1858. 

John Wilkes Booth—a young actor who was a political 
fanatic of Confederate sympathies and a leader of a 
small group who aimed at killing not only Lincoln, 
but also the Vice-President Andrew Johnson, 
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one Confederate force in the field—in North Carolina, 
under General Joseph Johnston, who shortly after- 
wards surrendered to General Sherman. 


THE BISHOP'S CANDLESTICKS 


The Bishop’s Candlesticks has been adapted by him from 
Victor Hugo’s most celebrated novel Les Miserables. 


The Bishop, а pious old man, is living with his sister 
and his house-keeper. One night he is visited by a 
stranger, a Convict, who has spent ten years in a prison. 
He is starving. He is received hospitably by the Bishop. 
During the night he steals the Bishop’s silver candlesticks 
and goes out. While walking stealthily on the road.he , 
arouses the suspicion of the police constables, who arrest 
him. They find the silver candlesticks on his person, and 
bring him before the Bishop because the Sergeant knows 
that the candlesticks belong to him. The Bishop tells the 
Sergeant that the Convict is his friend. The Sergeant 
and his men leave the place. The Bishop gives the 
candlesticks back to the Convict and blesses him and asks 
him to take a lonely path to Paris. The goodness of the 
Bishop exercises а tremendous influence upon the Con- 
vict who feels as if something has come within him, as if 
he were a man again and not a wild beast. - · 


Monseigneur—French title given to eminent persons 
- especially princes, cardinals, archbishops and bishops. 

mon Dieu— My God.’ 

dot—French for dowry. ` 

comforter—woollen scarf. . ‹ 

salt-cellars—vessels holding salt for table usc. 

I have a wolf...... entrails—I am dying of hunger. I 

am terribly hungry. 
ne'er-do-well—Wworthless sort. 
Holy Virgin—Mary, mother of Jesus Christ. 


pchell—stands here for a dark cell. 
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halls—body of dismantled ship, used as prison. 

Faith, Hope and Charity—-the three cardinal virtues of 
Christianity. ‘And now abideth Faith, Hope and 
Gharity, these three, but the greatest of these is 


Charity.’ 
the old boy—thc old Bishop. 
+ my hearty—my little heart. 


chainmates—companions in chain. 
15729—the number by which the Convict was known in 
the prison. 
Gendarmes—soldiers, mounted or on foot, employed 
in police duties especially in France. 
rie-dieu—kneeling desk ; also chair with tall sloping 
back for use in praying. . 


THE FIRST AND THE LAST 


John Galsworthy (1867-1933) was a great novelist and 
dramatist. His most important work was the series О 
novels, including "Ihe Man of Property’ (1906), *In 
Chancery! (1920), and ‘To Let (1921), collectively 
entitled *The Forsyte Saga"; of which. the main theme is 
the possessive instinct. Of Galsworthy’s plays the most 
notable are: “Тһе Silver Box, ( 1909) ; ‘Strife’ (ant indus- 
trial dispute in which reconciliation is occasioned by the 
death of the wife of the men's !eader) (1909) : f Justice" 
(a criticism of the existing prison system) (1910); "Ihe 


Р Skin Game’ (a conflict between а parvenu manufacturer 
and an old-fashioned aristocrat) (1920); and ‘Loyalties’ 
_ (1922). j 


Galsworthy also wrote six one-act plays, the "most 

effective of these is certainly ‘The First, and the Last 

Keith, the elder of the two brothers, Darrant, js a success: 

^ ful ambitious barrister, hard, ruthless, 2 “pillar of 
society”. Larry, five years younger, is on the contrary | 

a kindly, compassionate weakling, addicted to drink and, 

women. In the doubtful quarter of Soho, Larry has 

` picked up a Polish girl of twenty, who, seduced by a’ 

Prats in her early youth, fell into misery, and was finally 
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forced on the streets. For the first time in her sad ше, 
Wanda finds out what truc love really means: she is. 
devoted to Larry with all her heart and soul and he, too, 
loves her sincerely. Then fate interferes. The brute, 
from her past, comes back ; he tries to strike her, Larry 
‘flings himself on him and without meaning іо do so 
strangles the ruffian, and lays the corpse under the 
archway of a bridge. ‘Then he goes to his brother for 
advice and help. Keith is furious! At all costs the 
murder must be hushed up; if the affair came out, it ' 
might spoil his whole carcer. He takes the matter in 
hand. Апа Larry has luck. А wretched iramp is 
arrested on suspicion of the murder. Keith comcs to the 
conclusion that his brother must disappear; he makes 
all preparations of Larry's departure to the Argentine ; 
whereto Wanda is to follow him later. But Larry cannot 
let an innocent man suffer for his sake. The worst 
happens! The innocent man is sentenced to death ! 
Then Larry resolves to die with Wanda. Jn wine he 
administers poison to the girl T ogether they journey to 
the unknown. Larry leaves a letter behind for the 
police with a full confession ; the poor devil ofa tramp 
wil now be released. Haunted by evil forbodiugs, 
Keith hurries to Larry. He finds the two in bed—dead, 
and the letter explaining all. For his own salvation—he 
burns it! What matter the condemned man or Keith bc 


spared! Tragic irony! Larry has sacrificed himself 


and Wanda quite uselessly ; his brother's hardness and 
egoism triumph over all love. Such is the grim ending 
of the play, but thoroughly Galsworthian in character. 


(Adapied) 
like a fish—mute and dumb like a fish. 


pull yourself together and drop exaggeration— 
compose yourself and do not beat about the bush ; 
come straight to the point. 


he came for me—he attacked me. 


I am within an ace of a Judgeship—I am in the 
~ ncarcst future going to be appointed a Judge. 
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a stony devil—a hard-hrarted, ruthless and heartless 
soul that Keith was: 


Pm not made of iron—I am not as callous, rut! 
and stony-hearted as you. 


made me an accessory after the fact—by discl:.- 
the facts of the murder to me, you have made 
privy to it. 

King’s Counsel—Kcith was Counsel to. the Crown and 
as such he took precedence of ordinary bar. sters. 


quite the contrary— just the opposite ; I have come to 
help you. 


an awful husiness—a foul murder. 
bull’s eye lantern—a lantern with hemispherical lens. 


make a clean cut of it—to be completely dissociated 
with the incident. 


in the water—by finding a watery grave; by drowning. 


they're on a false scent—they are after some wrong 
man whom they suspect to be the murderer, 


hyena—-a cruel, trcacherous person. 


scarecrow ofa chap—a wcakling, having little or no 
flesh about his bones. 


а cup of wine and thou—the original lines as they 
occur in Omar Khayyam arc :—А Jug of Wine, a 
Loafof Bread—and thou Beside me singing in the 
Wilderness. 


that poor devil—the innocent vagabond, charged with 
the murder. à 


oblivious—forsctful ; unmindful of the honour of the 
family. : 


П 
the Virgin—the Ноу V irgin—th” mother of Jesus Christ, 
ghoul—spirit praying on corpses, 
from giving himself up—írom confessing his guilt, 


like a lynx—lynx is known for its keen sight; with a 
keen sight. 
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Keith's world—which is inhabited by inhuman and 
heartless creatures. 

watches it writhe and blacken—like the face ofa 
criminal who js tortured with the feeling of the guilt 
he has committed. Keith has now become the real 
criminal ; the first has now become the last and the 
last has become the first. 
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